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TO THE 
KEE AE MK 


OME time ago a widow of a late bro- 
ther bookſeller and friend of mine came 
to ſee me, and after having paid the 
uſual compliment of tears to the memory of 
the poor departed man, Mr, „ ſays ſhe, 
it is in your power to do me a piece of ſervice: 
you muſt know, that looking not long ſince 
among a heap of old writings, I found ſeveral 
tied up together, all in verſe: I don't pretend 
to be a judge of thoſe things; but I read ſome 
of them; they were moſt of them called tales; 
and I thought them good comical enough, 


A 3- Two 


iv The Publifher to the Reader. 


Two or three days after Mr. Scrutiny came 
to ſee me, who, you know, was our corrector 
of the preſs ; I ſhow'd them to him, to know 
if he could tell any thing about them,” and if 
they were good for any thing ; for you can't 
but be ſenſible that verſes often ſell well, and 
ſometimes too, as I have been told, when they 
are not-good for much either. Know any thing 
about them! ſays Mr. Scrutinyz why, yes; 
I remember them very well : they were brought 
to your huſband by an officer of the army juſt 
before the troops embarked, the beginning of 
the late war, for Flanders; and tho' your huſ- 
band had been ſome how frighten'd, ſo as not 
to refuſe printing them, yet coming from an 
officer, he could not take it in his head they'd 
do: But I had the preparing of them for the 
preſs, and could not find but they were as well 
as moſt of the things he uſed to publiſh. Let's 
ſee, ſays he, taking up the papers: why ay, 
here's a poem of your huſband's to the courte- 
ous reader; he was certainly mad on this occa- 

ſion; 


The Publiſher 10 the Reader. 7 


non; he wrote this as 4 thing of humour, to 
acquaint the town with his caſe; and when he 
had done it (as indeed he did make a little free 
with the captain) he durſt not ſhow it him, and 


on courſe was afraid to publiſh it; but while he 
was in this perplexity, the captain was ordered 
to his regiment, which embarked directly for 
Flanders: he then laid them quite aſide, in 
the manner I ſuppoſe you found them. As to 
the officer, your huſband heard he was knock'd 
on the head in ſome of the battles; which I 
ſuppoſe is true, as we have never ſince had any 

account of him. | 


Now, Sir, here they are; and as Mr. Scru- 
tiny thinks "they'll do, if you would publiſh 
them for the benefit of me and my poor chil- 
dren, as you know we are but in piteous cir- 
cumſtances, it might be ſome help to us. 1 
am ſure my huſband had always a very great 
reſpect for you; but, poor man! he's gone; 
though I never before ſuſpected he wrote verſes; 

A 3 I 


vi The Publiſher to the Reader. 


I wiſh his poor family may not be the worſe 
for it; for they ſay nobody thrives that $ | that 
way given. | 


While the good woman was running on thus, 
a gentleman, a very good cuſtomer and friend 
of mine, and to whom I have the greateſt ob- 
ligations, happened to come in; and as he is 
a very charitable well-diſpos'd man, and was 
not unknown to the widow, ſhe ſoon let him 
into the whole affair, and begg'd he wou'd back 


her requeſt. 


Verſes of an officer and bookſeller ! ſays he : 
why the curioſity of mankind, I ſhould think, 
wou'd at leaſt take off an Edition or two. A 
bookſeller's poetry, of all things! pray ler's 
ſee it, as that muſt be a rarity indeed: for tho 
many of them, it's poſſible, may have diſtin- 
guiſhed themſelves in rhyme, yet at preſent it's 
certain there is very little remaining of it. 


When 


The Publiſher to the Reader. vii 
+ When he had read it over aloud, which he 
ſeemed to do with great glee, he was fo taken, 
I ſuppoſe, with the conceit of it, that he im- 
mediately cry'd out, oh publiſh, publiſh it by 


| | all means; poetry by a bookſeller' is an enter- 


tainment the town muſt on no account be de- 
prived of. 


But, Sir, ſays I, give me leave a little, if you 
pleaſe, ſince I heard you read the verſes, I am 
not ſurpriz'd my friend was afraid to ſhow them 
to the captain : don't you think he's very free 
with the army. 


With the army! ſays he, ſeeming a little 
ſurpriz'd; I find, friend, you know nothing 
of the army; I wiſh all other profeſſions cou*d 
ſtand raillery as well, and were as well pleas'd with 
it as the officers of the army, it would give us a 
much better opinion of the uprightneſs of their 
intentions. Vice and folly are to be found 
among people of every profeſſion, but by none 

| A 4 held 


wii Tur Pxbliſter te the: Reader: 


held more in contempt in general than by che 
gentlemen of the army they, never thought 
their profeſſion in danger, and that it was an 
inſult upon their whole body, when any crime 
or folly among them was either e or ex · 


poſed. 00358 on no 


16, J 


But, Sir, ſays I, once more with your leave; 


there as ſomething at the end that ſeems to ſay 
as if our army frighten'd our friends only, and 

not the foe ; now that is abſolutely! falſe z for it 
is very well known to their enemies and all 

Europe that no troops ever behavd better. 


At this the gentleman burſt quite out a 
laughing, Seems to ſay! cries he; why I 
think it is ſaid plain enough; but who ſays it? 
a poor bookſeller, that one of them had put in 
a fright, and who was himſelf a proof of the 
truth of what he faid ; for as they had no pro- 
feſs· d enemies at that time to deal with, if they 
Fa any, we muſt ſuppoſe them to be 


friends; 


The:PubliGer w d Nass. ix 


fliends; and ſo far, tha perhaps he was not 
aware of it, the 2 man FOI to be 
— 219 | | 
| | Though rd not have you look on our troops 
then and at preſent in the ſame light; a long 
peace had ſcarce left us an inferior officer or 
ſoldier who had ſeen any thing that cou'd be 
call'd ſervice; and diſcipline and the exact per- 
formance of all military duties, ſo abſolutely 
neceſſary to frighten the foe, I am afraid were 
not ſufficiently regarded; yet in this condition 
were we under a neceſſity of entering into a 
war with a powerful nation frequently practis'd 
and experienc'd in it; and what proſpect we 
had from ſuch a ſituation may be * con- 
ceived. 


But providence, to our great comfort, gave 
us a young prince, to whom nothing could be 
ſuperior ; who ſoon reviv'd our antient military 


ardors + 


* The Publiſher to the Reader. 


ardor, and with a ſoul incapable of fear, and 
full of his great family ſpirit, inſpir'd our troops, 
raw as they were, to perform wonders; to whom 
not only his country, but all Europe, owes its 
liberty; and tho unſupported by his pretended 
friends, and with numbers greatly inferior, he 
was a conſtant terror to our enemies, who paid 
ſo dear for every advantage, as only to make 
them more in earneſt for a peace; and to 
him we muſt aſcribe our preſent military repu- 
tation. 


It has been the faſhion to compare him to 
Scipio; as being, I ſuppoſe, the moſt like him 
that cou'd be found; but had Scipio been in his 
ſituation, with near half of an inferior army 
compos'd of ſuch ſuccours as cou'd never be 
prevail'd on to face the enemy, he wou'd not, 
] believe, have brought the Carthaginians to 
'relinquiſh every advantage gain'd thro' the whole 
courſe of their war with the Romans. 


But 


The Publiſher to the Reader. xi 


But I am got on a ſubject foreign to the 
preſent purpoſe, and much too great for me; 
to which, I am afraid, the fineſt pens will 
ſcarce be able to do juſtice ; and ann to _ 
Pun in hand, 


A bookſeller's poetry muſt, I am ſure, be the 
admiration of the town, and as the officer's has 
met with Mr. Scrutiny's approbation, I beg it 
may be publiſh'd; for I cannot ſee why cor- 
rectors of the preſs ſhou'd not be as good judges 
of what will do for the preſs, as our actors are 
for the ſtage; for I am ſure they have often 
.entertained the town with things, to their own 
great advantage, that no other living creature 
cou'd poſſibly have thought wou'd have pro- 
duc'd a ſingle farthing. 


All you have to do, is, to beg the reader to 
conſider it as publiſh'd at the time intended, 
the beginning of the year 1742 ; which may in 
ſome meaſure account for your brother bookſel- 
— -— 


xii The Publiſbet to the Reader. 


ler's odd notion of the army; and will new the 
reaſon why he ſpeaks of Swift and Pope as alive, 
which they then were: and as for the officer's 
poetry, I'Il anſwer for it, ſo much I depend on 
Mr. Scrutiny's opinion, that as your departed 
friend makes the captain ſay, in his addreſs to 
the reader, there are women and men too whom 
*£will hit, at leaſt enough to get off an edition 
or two, and be of ſervice to the poor widow. . 


In ſhort, not to detain the reader too long, 
what with the importunity of the widow, my 
compaſſion for her diſtreſs, and the influence 
of a gentleman, to whom I have ſo many obli- 
gations, I found myſelf under a neceſſity of 
- Publiſhing this, juſt as it was prepar'd for the 
preſs before the beginning of the late war. 


All I beg is, that the illuſtrious critics will 
not be ſuch cannibals to devour the remains of 
a poor man, fo long ſince out of the world ; 


and that the good-natur'd town will not let me 
ſuffer 


The Publiſher to the Reader. _— 


ſuffer for my charitable diſpoſition, and n vill 
infinitely Oe 


The wel obedient of all 
their humble ſervants, 


The PouBLI$SHER. 


POSTSCRIPT. 


It is a melancholy thing, to be ſure, to ſee a 
book come into the world without a dedication, 
and on courſe without one to countenance or 
protect it from all the many twiſtings, turnings, 
and variety of tortures, it is liable to undergo 
at the pleaſure of every evil-minded reader. 


Though 


xiv  PosrschIph 
Though this might not have been the caſe, 
had the author been yet in the world; as I learnt 
from Mr. Scrutiny his intention was to have 
dedicated this to the Right Hon. the Marquiſs 
of Grawnsy : what his particular reaſons were 
for it, I ſhall not pretend to ſay, as at the time 
this was firſt intended to be publiſh'd, the Mar- 
quiſs's great qualities had not ſhone forth with 
the luſtre they have ſince appeared in, to the admi- 
ration of all mankind; but as I verily believe our 
author was not ſecond ſighted, and could not poſ- 
fibly foreſee the pitch of glory the Marquiſs was 
to arrive at, there is no gueſſing at the reaſon of 
his intention : but whatever it was, this is certain, 
that however profuſe he might have been in heap- 
ing together, as uſual on thoſe occaſions, all the 
virtues and great abilities which go to the mak- 
ing up of the moſt finiſh'd character, he cou'd not 
have been accus'd of flattery ; and he was cer- 
rainly right in the choice of his patron, as had 
he ſucceeded, he could not poſſibly have had a 
better, But what the Marquis, from his great 
| and 
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and ſuperior abilities might have refuſed to an 
author, his humanity may incline him to beſtow 
on a poor widow,as the diftreſs'd have ever been 
_ of his Protection. ; 
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HE courteous reader's probably in 
| 5 doubt, | 
Curious to know how this ſame thing came out. 
To clear myſelf, and ſet the matter right, 
Sincerely I declare how I came by't. | 
An offfcer with ſmart fierce cock, and wig 
With tail like that hangs dangling to a pig, 
Came to my ſhop, on which I caſt an eye 
Round on what books I thought he'd want to 


buy; For 


The Bookſeller to the Reader. xv 


For various cuſtomers we've » various ſtuff, _ 
For that man this, for him that's gell enough. 9 
An officer What can his buſineſs be? 5 
What thing will ws him beſt? ? f Stay—hold— 
| let's ſee: | WT 

If arink's his caſte, on this hel like to pore: 
That ſmut will hit him, if he loves a whore. 
Is he a—Mar-ti-net*, I think's the name; 


Something, thy *. that's always in a flame; 
That 


As 1 did not rightly underſtand what was meant by 
a Martinet, and apprehending that ſome readers might 
* know as little of it as myſelf, I got the following account 


of it from an old officer; whether juſt or not, is ſubmitted. 
to better judgments. 


Martinet was a French officer of good abilities, and a 
happy turn for military affairs, and to whom that nation 
was indebted for many excellent things in their diſcipline, 
which before his time was very imperfe&: and from him 
every man ſince, with a more than ordinary turn for mi- 
litary affairs, has been call'd a Martinet. 


a * * Now 


xyiii The Bookſeller to the Reader: 
That finds at home, in one year, more to do, 
Than Marlbro' in his ten OI went thro'; 


That 


Now it ſo happens, that though there are men of clear 
and ſtrong heads, able to direct and guide things to ſuch 
or ſuch a point, without any puzzle or confuſion, yet 
on the contrary, there are men of weak heads and ſtrong 
paſſions, born to puzzle and eonfound ; and as theſe men 
are generally allow'd to be the moſt numerous in all pro- 
feſſions, and have beſides a ſort of reſtleſſneſs in their 
cnſtitution, that never perinits them to be fatisfied with 
any thing plain, natural, and eaſy : they have always been 


able, by their unwearied endeavours, to keep up a puzzle 
and confuſion, from one generation to another. 


And thus it comes to paſs that the name of Martinet 
has become moſt commonly a reproach inſtead of a credit 
as it ought to be, to an officer ſo called. 


To inſtruct, which certainly ought to be the buſineſs of 
a Martinet, requires the cleareſt head, and moſt even 
temper; whereas ſome have been ſo unaccountably mad 
on theſe occaſions, that, for want poſſibly of a better rea- : 
ſon, this diſorder has been generally attributed to the bite 


of a mad adjutant ; but with what juſtice, ſays the officer, 
| 8 is 
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The Bookſeller to the Reader, xix 
That puzzles day and night, of fleep bereft; 


And all to know his right hand from his left; 


For him a Bland, tho? uſeleſs, muſt be had ; 


Not that he needs to ſtudy to be mad. 


Reflecting thus, he beckons with a wink: 
Sir, with your leave, one bottle we muſt drink: 


Lon tayern's near; come on, I'll lead the way: 


What now, Sir !|—Yes—that inſtant I obey. 

All wonder what in private he cou'd lack: 

Pve no ſpecifick for a pox or clap ; 

1 vend no noſtrums ſuited to all ills, 

Have neither Ward's, Belloſt's, or Mis'bin's 
pills: | 

To gueſs I might in vain have ſpent the year; 

'Howe'er the bottle ſet the matter clear : 


is moſt humbly ſubmitted to the whole body of regular 


Phyſicians, who, if they ſo pleaſe, can eaſily account for any 


ching, though it may appear to others ever ſo unaccount- 


able, 
a2 When 


xx The Bookſeller to the Reader; 
When ſeated, Sir, ſays he, I've a deſign 
But firſt, well thought, he cry'd, let's taſte the 
wine : 
_ you muſt know, P've . you 
muſt print: 
Yes, if I do, think's I, the devil's in't: 
That were a frolick, truly, good enough; 
A ſoldier's works muſt ſure be pretty ſtuff. 
Lord, Sir! ſays I, I beg to be excus'd; 
Not but I'm ſorry you ſhou'd be refus'd: 
But Swift and Pope have made ſo much ado, 
We rarely venture now on ought that's new : 
Few things are wrote, the public teſt that ſtands * 
And works on works lie uſeleſs on our handy: 
Ere that damn'd Dunciad, hateful book was 


\ 


writ, 


Each preſs was groaning with a weight of wit; 
| And 


Tze Bookſeller to the Reader. xx 


And though we've many now write full as well, 

The town's infected, and their works won't ſell; 

Authors approv'd by country, court, and town, 

Sad change ! at preſent go no longer down; 

Andif you've ought you think will paſs for wit, 

You'll pardon me, but ten to one you're bit. 

No matter, ſtern, he cry'd, for what you've 
hinted ; 

But, ſblood and d—n me, Sir! I'll have it 
printed: 

D'ye think for all mankind J care a fig: 

(Methought the puff*d cockade appear'd more. 

big); 

Pray tell who e' er what I have wrote ſhall con 
o'er, | 

That it's approv*d by ſome nice men of honour : 

Swift may be ſhelter*d by his parſon's gown ; 

But Pope I know a way to take him down: 

Can 


xii The Bookſeller to the Rad. 

Can it be right two men ſhould proudly ſit 
Sole judges, to determine what is wirt? 
Like fate to give an abſolute decree, 

And authors live or die as they agree ? 


_ - Happy before their damn'd tyrannic ſway, 


An author, in his turn, might have his day. 
We all muſt know how Dav'nant's Gondbert 
King OY 
Once on a time was thought a pretty thing; 
And how in Blackmore's Job, in woeful 
plight, 
The city well diſpos'd, took great delight: 
How many wits, approv'd for proſe or rhyme, 
Like dying men, might ſay they had their 
| time : 8 
Inſtances many make the fact moſt clear, 
And the Four Seaſons laſted—half a year.” 
But 
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The Bookſuller to the Reader. xxiii 
But to be ſhort, I want a preſent penny : 
You'll find here's ſomething that will tickle 
many : 
The ladies, I am fure, will fänd ſome witz 
Believe me, there are men too whom *twill 
hit; 
And know, as it goes off, you muſt come 
down; | 
For crop runs low in this expenſive town. 
Cotne, take theſe papers, Sir, before you go; 
And pay the bottle —s'death! I'll have it fo. 
Orders obey'd, I inſtant quit the place, 
And yet in terror tell the world my caſe. 
Twere beſt the ladies buy, and all the 


ſmarts 3 
If this don't. ſell PII ſurely break their hearts; 


For 


xkiv- The Bookſeller to the Reader. 


For if the printing of theſe lines ſhould harm 
me, | 
Fore gad Ill lodge complaint *gainſt ſtanding 
Gee? army; | 
I ſhall acquaint the houſe how matters go, 
And that they're friends they frighten, not the 
foe. 


THE 
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EPHESIAN MATRON; 


T there's a ſtory quite worn out, 

For ages many | hack'd about, 

It muſt be this, none can debate it: 
Then what occaſion to relate ": Wh 
What obligation have you to it? 

*Tis wrong, that's all, and ſo you'll do it, 
For ever muſt chis tale be told, 

And never die, cho eber ſo old, 

So oft repeated oer and o'er * ? 


The world can bear i it now no wore. 
With what eye, think you, they'll behold it, 
Who've ſeen, how well Petronius told it ? 

= foo doing 338 at 


a3 IM0 Ernzstan Marko. 

But be advis'd, and give it o'er : 

Advis'd! I beg you'll ſay no more. 

Adviſe a man about to write ! 

Friend, you miſtake the matter quite. 

We dealers all in proſe or ſong, 1 
In ſpite of ev'ry thing go on, 

To anſwer cavils infinite: 

But know that Tm reſolved to write, y 
And though the ſtory's old, 'tis true; 25 


Let's ſee, if I can't make it new. 


At Epheſus, in times of yore, 
There liv'd a CP, none ot; before 
Or ſince her time, has yet been known; 
The virtues all appear'd her own. 
No woman e'er was deem'd ſo ſage, 
The ſtanding wonder of the 1821 
No talk but of her chaſtity, 
Crowds flock'd this miracle to ſee! 


* 
. : 


All 


* 
BRAC LS 


kx. 


9, 
” 
5 
I 
* 
by 
7 
* 
[+ 
: 5 
- = 
- 8 
*1%5 
＋ 
by 
8 
* 
— 
* 
* 
F 
2 
LS. * 
i Ts 
7% 
N 
* 
<Q 
2 
» 
,- = 
7 
n 
—_— 
<= 
br” 
pe - 
op 
_ 
+3 
A 
- 5/7 
1 
N 
1 
7 
* 
1 
v7 
Y 
9 
7 
2 
UCP 
+) 
2 
40 


33 
CITING 


2 * — 


n 
I 2 


> 
1 


DE EAT 7 * 6 

hy” 4 ww n 
. 1 . AE * oy” 8 TIF 
1 N F 


n 
2 
1 


— POP 7 Ed * 
* E *, oY _ N * mA . 


+ — 
. 


The Ernrsian MaTron, 3 


All thought her country greatly bleſt, 

Of females to have borne the beſt, 

And ev'ry grave, old, worn-out wife, 

3 To daughters wild, cry'd, Lead her life. 
| The huſbands all extoll'd her much, 
And begg*d their wives would be juſt ſuch. 
From her began the noted race 

of prudes, all running o'er with grace, 
Who bleſs themſelves, and cry, O fie ! 
While we, aſtoniſh'd, wonder why. 


The huſband, to a folly, lov'd 
This dame, ſo much by all approv'd; 
But all the virtues of the wife 
Could not prolong the husband's life: 
He dy'd ; that's all of him that's ſaid; 
That's all we're told of millions dead. 
MS Could 


4 The EynzStin Mark on: 
Could any thing have calm'd her grief, | 
His will might well afford relief: 
But the whole earth; with all it's tore, 


For her had not one joy left more, 


And, as herlife, her ſoul, was gone, 


Card not whom things were ſettled on. 
Though widows moſt diſconſolate 
Seldom negle& affairs ſo great, 


And many an one, with weeping eyes, 
Counts oer the gold, and counts and cries z 


How matters ſtand, muſt take a glance, 
Always regarding the main chance : 


But this ſent forth ſuch piteous cries 
And ſhrieks that rent the very ſkies ; 
She wou'd have pierc'd a heart of ſtone, 


Although we know, when widows moan, . 
And wring their hands, and rend their hair, L 
The noiſe exceeds the grief by far, 


The Eyats IAN MaTRONV. 
All ſtrove to mitigate her grief, 
With counſels fitted for relief, 

1 | Such as are uſual to apply 

| With or without a reaſon why : 


They begg'd for God's ſake ſhe'd believe, 


That now it was in vain to grieve z 

No grief would make her loſs the leſs; 
Beſides *twas ſin, when to exceſs ; 
With all that folks are wont to ſay, 
And at theſe junctures throw away. 


This made the Dame outrageous quite : 
To the dark tomb ſhe took her flight, 
There, by her lord of life bereft, 

To ſpend the little ſhe had lefr. 


But ſee what friendſhip can effect ! 
A ſlave in pity and reſpect, 


5 


B 3 Brought 
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Brought up by her from tender years, 


Follow'd the dame, ' and join'd her tears; 
Reſolv'd, not weighing well the caſe, - mn” 
To die with her upon the place: L 


But, when ſhe better came to think, 
Something or other made her ſhrink : 


A while ſhe gave the dame her way, 
Then told her what ſhe had to ſay : 
But all endeavours were in vain, 
The miſtreſs conſtant was the ſame, 
Determin'd there to yield her breath, 
Fix'd on her only comfort, pz AaTH. 
She might out of the many ways 
That lead direct to end our days, 
Have pitch'd on one not quite ſo long, 
But famine was determin'd on; 


She was refolv'd to feed her eyes 


On the dear corpſe that lifeleſs lies. 


Remains 
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Remains ſo precious aſk ſome ſtay, 
Tho- pale and cold, a lump of clay: 
This way expiring had its charms, 
Dying to hold him in her arms; 
To drop on him the laſt ſalt tear, 


Twas due to one ſo lov'd, ſo dear. 


Two days were paſt in plants and Gghs, 
In wailings bitter, piteous cries ; | 
Her eyes alone were all ſhe fed, 
With.them devours her huſband dead, 
Reſolv'd, with them, while they ſhould laſt, 
Jo make one ſad, yet ſweet repaſt ; 
3 You'd think it ſtrange the truth to tell, 
That grief ſhould ſpeak itſelf ſo well)? 


| Another corpſe, not far from hence, 


Was, for I know not what offence, 


B 4 Hung 
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Hung dangling in che open air, 17 e- 


: * 


To ſtrike in other ragues a fear, 
That thoſe who don't the living dread, | 
May find a terror in the dead. 

A ſoldier cent'ry poſted there, 

Had ſtricteſt orders to beware 
The body was not borne away, 
For which his forfeit life muſt pay; 
Severity ſome thought too great, 
Though us d for reaſons good of ſtate. 


The ſoldier chanc'd to fee a light 
Break from the tomb at dead of night; 5 
What it could mean he went to py, 5 
Impelꝰd by curioſity, 

A paſſion of extended ſway, 
That moſt from earlieſt years obey 3 


The-Eentsran Marion. 5 
To gratify it maids and men 

Have ventur'd oer and o' er again. 

He enters, and, with vaſt ſurpriz csc, 
Demands the reaſon of their cries, 

And all the melancholy ſcene, | 

And doleful notes, what could they mean? 
The widow made him no replies, 
No anſwer, 'but her tears and ſighs 3 

Her huſband, by her ſtretch'd and dead, 
Anſwer' d for her to all he faid. 


4 The maid, whoſe complaiance was more, 
4 Rehears'd him all the ſtory o'er; 

3 Told of the vow they made to die, 
And all the urgent reaſons why. 

Our ſoldier, orator not great, 
(Faculty rare in that eſtate) | 
| | "Yet 
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vet made a ſhift, I don't know how,” +» 
| To ſhew the folly of their vow, 
And, ſome way, prov'd whate'er folks ſay, 
Life's ſomething not to throw away : 

Time lent his aid to this debate, 

Who ev'ry grief can mitigate, 

Who never fails to work a cure, 

And, though he's ſometimes ſlow, he's ſure. 


* 
125 


The ſoldier begg'd, for all their vow, 
To bring his ſupper they'd allow; 
And, though they would not taſte the meat, 


There was no hurt to ſee him eat: 
None could refuſe ſo fair a thing, 
And ſupper he's allow'd to bring. 


The ſervant found temptation ſtrong 


Again to prove her miſtreſs wrong, 


_ 8 5 N _ 
r 3 
2 5 ad. - 
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And could not, for her ſoul, diſcover, 
Why death with one muſt have the other 
And, cauſe he robb'd the man of life, 
Be made a preſent of the wife. 

Madam, faid ſhe, *tis wrong to die, 

And I have many reaſons why 3 

As, firſt, need we take pains, alas ! 

For what we know will come to paſs ; 
And teaze and plague ourſelves about it, 
When *tis as certain full without it? 

If nothing elſe can work a cure, 

That remedy, at laſt, is ſure , 

And, as for all this noiſe and clatter, 
The corpſe knows nothing of the matter ; 
And, though he was a ſpouſe moſt kind, 


Had you gone, he'd have ſtaid behind. 


We may, at leiſure, think on death, 


Sure all too ſoon to yield our breath: 
*Tis 
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'Tis wrong into his arms to flyg © © © 

Wrinkled *tis time enough to dis. 

When J behold the blooming grace 

And beauty wond'rous of that face, 

I ſigh and think *twere pity great | 

. Such charms ſhould have ſo ſhort a date, 
Flatt'ry, that ne'er miſtakes it's aim, 

Rous'd and awak'd the yielding dame 

The god of love, that inſtant, drew 

His bow, and ſhot her heart quite through ; 

The ſoldier likewiſe felt his dart, | 

Found the delicious, pleaſing ſmart ; 

Was touch'd Yobſerve her tender years, 

And looks more beauteous from her tears, 

Grief has a moſt bewitching air; 


It's force what flinty heart can bear ? 


— 


Many 
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Many have ſtood ſecure from harm, 

Proof againſt ey'ry other charm, _ 

And all the terrors of a frown, 

Whom tears, at once, have melted down. 


We find our widow touch'd with praiſe, - 
Pleas'd with the man and all he ſays : 
She hears, and, as ſhe hears, relents; 
To taſte the victuals ſhe conſents, 
And the great difference between, 
The dead and living ſoon was ſeen. 
She found him fitter much, tis ſaid,  _ 
For love, than any corpſe yet made; 
But, as tis hard to hit the mean, 
And moſt taſtes reliſh the extream 
The widow, reconcil'd to liſrt. 
Upon the ſpot, commenc'd.his-wift 3 _ -.. ©. ; 


— 


His 


”- 


IE 
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His will that inſtant let him have, 

| Reſfign'd to him the life he gave; 
She all was his, from that ſame hour, 
To bear or do all in her power. 


But, while theſe lovers thus were bleſs'd, 


Of all the joys of love poſſeſs'd, 
The lurking robbers ſeiz'd their prey, 
And bore their brother's corpſe away. 
The ſoldier heard the noiſe, and run; 
But all too late, the fact was done: 
Return'd, with horror in his face, 

He told his new-made ſpouſe the caſe , 
Aſſur'd her he muſt ſurely die, 

The thief's now vacant place ſupply. 


The maid, who ſaw their mutual grief, 


Dab at expedients for relief, 


Cry'd, 


—_— 


| The Erurs Au Marx ox. 15 
| 1 Cry'd, only follow what I'll tell, 
þ And never fear, all ſhall be well; 
Put but our corpſe in t'other's place, 
The paſſers-by won't know the face ; 


Council ſo good was follow'd ſtraight, 
*Twould not admit of a debate. 


Ah! woman will be woman ſtill, 
When we have talk*d and wrote our fill; 
And ſome are beautiful, we know, 

And ſome, indeed, are but ſo, ſo; 
Though all muſt pleaſe, if once they cou d 
Not ſeem, but be, in earneſt, good. 


From this ſame tale, O prudes, beware ; 
Take heed and ſtretch not things too far; 
Oft we prove weaker than we thought, 


Condemn, but yet commit, the fault. 


Though, 


* 
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Though if we reaſon right upon 

This caſe, well find Petronius wrong 
To dwell upon the laſt affair, 
Where TI ſee nought to make one ſtare, | 
The dame was ſomewhat out *tis true, 
To make ſo very much adoz 
For what, we know, without one hair 
The worſe, the weakeſt ſhe can bear: 
But to allow the huſband dead g 
To be hung up in Yother's ſteadſdsd. 
To me, I own, its no great wonder, 0 Lat 4 
Whatever cenſure ſhe's laid under. q 
And kindly ſav'd her ſecond's life; 
For all muſt own a living ſlave 


Excel's an emp'ror-in the grave: 
Did not live things ſurpaſs the dead, 


No widow, ſurely, e er would wed? © © 
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3 | V E been aſtoniſh'd, many a time, 
In marriage, that the main deſign, 
Wich can alone prevent debate, 5 
Or make peace in a marry'd ſtate, | 
From parents thoughts ſeems quite diſcarded ; 


And naught, but money, is regarded. 


A daughter lovely, young, and gay, 
They'll wed to one—If rich, that's gray; 
8 — Yet 
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Yet take great heed, when beaſts they pair, 
To match them with peculiar care 
Dogs, horſes, of proportion force, 4 
Together draw or run the courſey * © 
Oxen, when yok'd, are par'd with ſkill, 
Or elſe the plough would go but ill; 
And not to heed muſt be a joke 3 
Who're Joi d to drag the marriage yoke 2 9 1 
For matters then muſt go but ill, 3 
When one will pull, and one ſtand til; 
The truth of what I. here maintain = 
The following tale will beſt explain : 


_ 


A certain judge, nam'd Quinzeca, 
Whoſe limbs were weak, and beatd was gray, 
Study had render'd not fo lage | 3 


To take a wife of his c own hh PEN. 
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To him anather's caſe was known, 

But very little of his own. 

He choſe a damſel fair and young, 

To do that fomething to be done, 

The bus'neſs that we know each wife, 
Engages ſhe will do for life; 

And, if they're let too long without it, 
There's oft the de'el to pay about it ; 

The houſe, in ſhort there's nought goes well in, 


*Tis but a miſerable dwelling. 


Quinzeca, all the world well knew, 
Had little of this work to do, 
And found, to ſerve him for excuſe, 
His calendar of mighty ule ; 
Obſerv'd each holiday with care, 


And all their eves they muſt forbear. 


20 The Carznpar of Orp Fertows; 


No buſineſs muſt be done on ſunday ; 

On ſaturday and alſo monday, 

So nearly to the ſabbath Join'd, 

They ſhould have other things in mind 
Wedneſdays and fridays, aſk the church, 
Are not deſign'd for buſineſs ſuch. 

There really was, accounts all ſay, 
Throughout the year, a ſingle day 
They, with ſafe conſcience, might purſue it, 
And free from ev'ry ſcruple do it. 

The calendar, ſome how, forbid it, | 

And *twould be ſinful, if they did it; 
And many a faint was brought in play 

To help out now and then a day, | 
Who juſtly might be call'd in queſtion, 


Of whom the legend makes no mention. 


He triumph'd upon ſolemn feaſts, 
Not to forbear they muſt be beaſts ; 
And, long before and after too, 
What chriſtian ſuch a work would do? 
He read his fineſt leſſons then, 


And flouriſh'd o'er and o'er again, 


That ſhe muſt know, when they were join'd, 


For what the marriage ſtate's deſign'd; 


Not to indulge a brutal luſt, 


The ſervice ſays, and ſpeaks moſt juſt; 
For that would 'be too foul a thing 
So pure a ſtate to enter in. 

Lent was a moſt delicious faſt, 
He never car'd how lon g't wou'd laſt; 
At advent too, that holy time, 
Only to think ont was a crime. | 

G3: He 
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He had inſerted; in his lift; 

Th' apoſtles, each evangeliſt ; 
Confeſſors, martyrs,” down were ſet, - - 
For which he rang'd the alphabet; :/ 
A liſt of doctors had by heart, 
And ſet for each a day apart; 

And, where by chance a gap was ſeen, 
Days ominous were hedg d between; 
He had authorities at hand 

To prove them plainly an 
The dog: days all knew were a ſeaſon 


When none would think on't who had reaſon; 


Nothing could more pernicious be, 


That doctors one and all agree; 


*T'was downright flying to his . 


Full in the face of all the college. 
In ſhort the thing was much the ſame, 


Whatever ſeaſon went or came; 


Throughout 
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The Calzxpar of OLD FELL O, 23 
He would permit it, and no more; 4 
But then preach d temp rance and forbearing, 
Tas done but very, very, ſparing. 

Theſe methods he might find commodious, 

But ſure a wife muſt think them odious, 

Though, in all points but this alone, 

A better huſband ne er was known; 

This wanting though! tis all a jeſt 
To think of doing with the reſt. 

His wife had diamonds, change of cloaths, 

Trinkets how many heaven knows; 

An equipage and country-ſeat, 

Where in the ſummer they'd retreat: 

The houſe was ſeated near the ſea, 
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Fiſhing ſhe loves to a degree; 
It was the lady's ſole delight 
To be employed in ſomething's right. 
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It happen'd, on a certain day, 


A wager they agreed to lay; 
*T'was who ſhould get the greateſt diſh, 


When they went out next morn to fiſh. 


Each had a diff rent boat provided, = 
That it might fairly be decided ; — 


They took a hand or two, no more, 
In each, and went not far from ſhore: 
But this day's fiſhing to the wife 
Turn'd out ſufficient for her life; 
Succeeds ſo to her utmoſt wiſhing, : 
She had no further need of fiſhing ; 1 


It was a ſport with which ſn' had done, ; 
As things will ſometimes take a turn. 3 
It chanc'd a corſair hov*ring lar, 


And bore directly on his prey; 


Ahe Carznpan of Ord Feriiows. "25 
The lady ſtruck, at once, his eye, | 
The gatne at which they chooſe to fly. 

The corſair's name was Pagamin, 

The huſband ſcap'd, he heeds not him; 

But caught the lady in a trice, 

A morſel they eſteem moſt nice : 

For ſailors, all the world allow, 

Have no regard to where or how ; 

If they can ſeize a tender fair, 

They give themſelves no farther care. 

Diff rent religions, countries, laws, 

Are things at which they never pauſe; 

All women are to them the fame, 


They never aſk, from whence they came ? 


This corſair was a very devil, 
Though otherwiſe polite and civil; 


26 The CaLzxpan of On FarLows: 
A perfect Cormorant bent on prey, N bel Siu 
Throughout the year, bad no faſt day. rr 
Tell him of ſeaſons, was ajeſt; 

He always held the preſent beſt, 

. _ Andſmil'd to hear of times to come 3 5 
Except that only, heeded none. 
From rules the lady could not ſtray, 
But wept for nearly half a day; * 
Lamented things ſhould go ſo croſs; 
How would her huſband bear her loſs „ 
No other woman &er could be 
80 wretched, ſo bean, as ſhe. 


The corſair * his trade, 
Knew what on ſuch occaſion's 7 
And gave her time for to run through 

What all, in decency, muſt do: 


But 


But there's a criſis i in the mand, ne 


*Twas' only waſting time to prate, .  - _-,- 
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* 


He watch' d and then ſpoke things ſo > kinds 
Begg'd ſomething, with ſo much fubmiſign, 


Not any one in her condition, en ; 1 7 
If they had bowels could, deny, X 
But muſt in gratitude comply. 8 


Such treatment, when a ſlave, to find, 


The world muſt own, Was, wondrous kind! 


To ſuch a man what could ſhe . .-- 
*T'was beſt to let ham haye his way z 


All muſt ſubmit to what's their fate. 
We may obſerve a tenderneſs 


Attending ladies 3 in diſtreſs, 
The ſoul is quite diſarm'd by grief. 


Expos'd to love, that wily thief; 


23 The Cirzxpan of Orb Firiows. 
His time full well he can diſcover, 92942 zul 
A corfair greater much than bother: 
Civt but an op ning he'll intrude, 
Won't even ſpare the niceſt prude; g 
Behaves the ſame to high or low, | 
Nor ene gives to friend o or foe. 


She found him plainly now within, 
The corſair ſeems another thing 
No dreadful] robber, but a lover 
Worth full a hundred of the other : : 
Of calendars he makes no mention, 
And not a day 1s call'd in queſtion ; 
And ſhe, his method was fo good, 
Let him go on, juſt as he would. 


Quinzeca would have laid his life 
"Things had not ſtood thus with his wife; 
Thought 
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Thought ſhe remain'd-without a ſpot, 
His leſſons not ſo ſoon forgot; 

And long'd above all things, to ſee her, 
So gets a paſs, ſets out to free her; 
Offers the corſair any ſum, 


On his own terms, it ſhould be done; 
He'd ſpare no money for a wife, 


Who lov'd him dearer than her lite. 


May heav'n, the corſair made reply, 
I beg, forbid that ever I 
Should be ſo very much to blame 
To interrupt ſo pure a flame. 
You ſhall be bleſs'd this very hour, 
I'm glad I have it in my power, 
I ſcorn to do a little thing, - 


Her ranſom ſhall not coſt a pin; 


Al 


3% The Cattwbit of Orv Friiows. 
All I deſire is to Yiſcover| 

If ſhe is yours, Taſk no further. eſt, 
I took; ſome time ago, a dame, 
Near to the place from whence you came: 
She's tall, and has a graceful mien, | 
A finer woman ne'er was feenz © 
If ſhe turn out to be the ſame 


You mention take her in God's name. 


Quinreca thank'd him very much, 
Vow'd there was not another ſuch, 
Not one ſo generous and good, 

But all muſt have”a Livelihood 
And begg'd the ranſom might be paid, 
A profit that attends his trade; 
That he'd not be by any one, 


In generoſity, outdone ; 


The CALA of Ol Friiows, gt 


And adds, you "need not doubt the dame | 
| You mention'd is the very ſame. 

But I don't beg you'll credit me, 

Convince yourſelf by what you'll ſee, 
Credit the kiſſes that ſhe'll give, 

Her tranſports when the ſees I live; 

Credit the tears, for j joy, ſhell ſhed, 

| They'll prove the truth of all I've ſaid ; 
Hear how hell figh, My life, my dear, 
Her fondneſs will each {cruple clear; 

No cares, but one, my thoughts employ, 
That's leaſt ſhe dies away for Joy. 

But, how as memory may fail ! 

I very near had ſpoil'd my tale, 

Had hke to have paſs'd the lady's name, 
Her friends, the place from whence ſhe came. 
Theſe circumſtances ſhould it lack, 


The world would be upon my back, 
Not 


? 


32 | The CaLenDar of Oro F ELLOWS, | 
Not mind one earthly thing I ſpoke, - 
And take my ſtory for a joke. | 

I think I hear a lady cry, 

Lord, Madam, this 1s all a lye, 

An odious thing, now I proteſt, 
Deſign'd to make us all a jeſt, 

As if a wife ſhould take it in, 

Becauſe a huſband reſts his fill. 

I know, for this, the de'el ſhould take him, 
If he were mine before I'd wake him : 

If ſuch a wife as this could be, 

Why don't we know her family, 


Why arn't we told from whence ſhe came Pl 


I long, methinks to know her name. 


Fm glad I thought of this | in time, 
A lye i is far from my deſign: : 


The 
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The huſband, wife, accounts are clear, 

In Piſa dwelt full many a year, | 
Where all, may know, as well as I, 

If there's a word of this a lye; 

Her friends the top of all the town, 

Theſe facts around ſpread up and down; | 


| Bartholomee the lady's name, 

For truth is all at which I aim 3 

I hate your wicked jokes and gibes 

To wound one through another's ſides ; 
I tell a fact, and cry beware, 1 | 
Remember this, and have a care; 


I hope Pve not been in the wrong 


To clear this point, let's now go on. 


W The lady, brought that inſtant in, 
She ſtarts as at ſome frightful thing, 
2091 | _” Then 
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Then ſtands ſurpriz d, and takes a vie 


As of ſome monſter ſtrange and new ; / 
He ſeems to her as much unknown, 
As one juſt from the torrid ane. 


Alas! Quinzeca cries, you ſee. 
Plainly in this her modeſty ; 
Poor thing ! ſhe's baſhful, now you're here, 
Aſham'd to let her joy appear : \, | - 
Did not your preſence give a check, 
Her arms had been around my neck; 
Boldneſs is what ſhe never knew, 
On which the corſair ſtraight withdrew. 


Quinzeca left with her alone, 
Began to think he was unknown ; 
Aftoniſh'd thus addreſs d the dame: | 
Bartholomee, are nt I the ſame ? T 
Don't 


| 
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Don't you your own Quinzeca view, 
In all reſpects the ſame to you? 

If I am alter'd, tis by grief 

Mine would admit of no relief, 

And knew no reſpite night or day, 

Or ceas'd, ſince you were forc'd away 
Sure, huſband ne'er.could be more kind, 
And that, if you reflect, you'll find. 
Did I but once refuſe, you ſay, 
Whate'er you aſk'd for clothes or play ? 
s You ſhone the very firſt in dreſs, 

W The envious neighbours that confeſs. 

f All in my power I freely gave, 

| I was you're ſenſible, your ſlave : 


| And can you now forget your dear, 
WP refer to him your bondage here, 

q Content in ſlavery to ſtay, . 

a Regardleſs what the world will ſay? 
; 3 
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If ſuch a thing ſhou'd e'er be done, 
What of your honour will become ? 


What can you think your friends will ſay? 
Juſt what they pleaſe, ſhe cries, they may. 


My honour they had much in mind, 

And you likewiſe when we were Join d; | 
To have a corpſe laid by the ſide 

Of a youn g longing, tender bride, 

One of an age har s fit to prove 

Each rapture, all the fire of love; 

Fram'd ev'ry ſweet, each joy, to know, 
The whole that Hymen can beſtow. 8 
This all my Pagamin can give, 8 
With him I but began to live; © 

No calendars are here i n 

To furniſh out a poor excuſe, 

Digeſt or code is underſtood, 

And yet he has a way right good 

2 1 This 
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This very morn, more joy I knew, 
Than in the years I liv'd with you. 
This may ſurprize you I confeſs, 


But you, my friends, deſerve no leſs ; 
To them for giving me *tis due 
To ſuch a feeble wretch as you; 
And you to judge ſo ill you're force 
*Tis what you ſhould expect in courſe. 
You have no reaſon to complain, 
What loſs in me will you ſuſtain ? 
Why will you idly me purſue, 
With whom you've not the leaſt to do? 
It's juſt as if you wanted ſight, 
And yet were raving for a light ; 
Or ſhould a blockhead, *tis no better, 
Who can't make out a ſingle letter, 
For books hunt all the town about, 
And after authors make a rout, 

D 3 
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To all your faſts and feaſts adieu! 

Now you may keep the whole year through; 
But know, between, che head and feet, 


There's more requir'd than clothes and meat, 
Something that can't be had from you; 
This ſaid, ſhe inſtantly withdrew. 


Quinzeca was aghaſt confounded, 
His ſenſes in amazement drowned; 
Age and the treatment of his wife 
Soon put a period to his life. 

The corſair's to the widow wed, 

With great content their lives they led; 
This marriage prov'd not like the firſt, 
For nothing here was took on truſt, 

As they had trial to diſcover, 

If things were ſuiting one another, 


From 
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From this, ye dotards all beware, 
Wed not with thoſe who're young, and fair, 
Leaſt they get what they judge their due 
From others, when not found with you; 
Unleſs you can with patience take it, 
And not ſpoil ſport when you can't make it; 
For, if a helping hand is lent, 
The buſineſs done, the wife's content. 


IC 


YOUNG WIDOW. 


OR huſbands loſt, poor women cry, 
And are ſo griev'd; you'd ſwear they'd die; 
Yet, how it happens, I can't tell, 
For. there's not one but what does well. 
Time ſets the matter all to rights, 
And mirth returns, and wit, and flights; 
A widow of a day or year 
Is very different that point's clear; 
So much unlike that you'd miſtake her, 
And ne'er for the ſame creature take her. 
One flies mankind, looks grave and fad ; 
I ocher's for ſport and paſtime mad. 


The 
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The firſt declares ſhe is undone, 
Comfort to her can ne er return; 
But don't regard her, *tis a joke, 
Each female pipes the ſelf-· ſame note; 
It is a faſhion does prevail, 
That's all, as by the following tale: 


A huſband of a tender wife 
Was ſetting out for tother life; 
His wife in tears beſought he'd ſtay 
For her juſt going the ſame way ; 
Her grief wou'd break a heart of ſtone, 
But yet the huſband went alone. 


This widow had a father good, 
Who all theſe matters underſtood j 
And let this torrent great of grief 
Firſt run, then miniſter'd relief: 


My 
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My child, ſaid he, but ill theſe tears 
Suit with your: bloom and tender years; 
Your youth may hope for joys in ſtore ; 
Many and greater than before, 

That not import your huſband dead, 
Whoſe ſenſe of things with life is fled. 
To what is not there's nothing due, 

To living objects turn your view; 

I have a man, at a fit time, 

I ſhall propoſe, juſt in his prime, 

Who is to this that's dead a king, 

In ſhort, he*s quite another thing. 


To which the weeping fair reply'd, 
*T'was thought a little mollify'd: 
A cloiſter I muſt only wed, 
All joys of life to me are dead, | 
The 
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The father took no further care, 
But left her to digeſt th'affair; 

One month paſs'd by, another came, 
The dreſs was not exact the ſame, 
Time alter'd matters ev'ry day, 

And grief unheeded ſtole away, 

By gentle ſteps, like thief moſt ly, - 
Who oft deceives the ſtander- by; 
Though, to be ſure none could have thought ir, 
Yet time that maſter workman wrought it. 

* he habit mournful as the face, 

New modelbd, was contriv'd to grace; 

She juſt took care to be attir'd, 

Exact as decency requir'd. 

Decency, darling of the fair, 

That points out all things to a hair, 

Directs them when to weep or ſing, 


And to a tittle time the thing : 


The 
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The huſband, ſo bewail'd before, 
Was now allow'd to vex no more; 


And dance and ſong, and wit, and mirth, 
Buried in form, renew'd their birth. 


But as the old man nothing ſaid, 
No talk of any one to wed : 
Why, father, cry'd this widow fair, 
(Not that I've any thoughts I'll ſwear,) 
But only tell me, for the joke, 
Where's the young man of whom you ſpoke ? 


THE 
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T hap'd, as oft's the caſe, a wife 
J Prov'd the ſole plague of her dear's life, 
Too much addicted to that ſame, 
For which poor women want a name; 
To have it all the ſex agree, 

| Yet none conceive what it can be ; 
And, though a paſtime for a queen, 
f mention'd, none know what you mean, 

The plaineſt talkers, the ſex ſay, 
Are out moſt ſtrangely of the way, 
Are ever underſtood the leſs; 
While not a ſoul can give a gueſs; 


And 
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And yet this paſtime, they won't own, 
To us to be by females known : 

The ſex can never have alone, 

For with us it muſt be partaken, 

In this I cannot be miſtaken, 


This dame was at it without end, 
With huſband now, then with a friend; 
And, having ſtill an—itch for more, 
Cou'd ne er be brought to give it oer. 
The huſband firſt had his full ſhare, 
The reſt but what he well might ſpare ; 
But ſomething there's in huſbands ſuch, 
They, grudge to ſpare, tho? they've too much; 
All ways to ſpoil her ſport he try'd, 
But, failing took a pet and dy d. 


Madam, 
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Madam, no longer now a wife, 
Freed from domeſtic curb and ſtrife, 
Without reſtraint indulg'd her will 
To have, if poſſible, her fill; 
Each day affords ſome new delight, 
And raptures many bleſs'd the night. 


Report, | ever inclin'd to blame, 
That's on the watch to blaſt a name, 
Told, here and there, things this and that; 
In ſhort, ſhe was the public chat. 


Her curate, buſy at advice, 


And for appearances moſt nice, | 
Waits on her, tells reports ſo foul, 
Reſolv'd to touch her to the ſoul. 
Women, that had her tendency, 
Should to their paſtor oft apply; 


47 
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If any one could do her good, ( 

She might be fure her curatg cou'd. 

Ah! father, cries the ſighing dame, 

My caſe you'll pity more than blame; 

A cure is what I ne'er can hope 1 

All orders paſs'd up to the Pope, 

All by their cordials I ſhould gain, 
Could but aſſwage, not cure, my pain; 

Churchman, or layman, can no more 
You'll find, when I have told wherefore. 


At fourteen, by a mad dog bit, 
The remedy, by all thought fit, 
Was in the ſea to plunge me o'er, 
Method approv'd ſince times of yore. 


When naked then, ſtripped quite bare, 
I clapp'd my hands, Sir, you know where; 
* Confus'd 
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Confus'd with bluſhes in my face, 
They never quitted that ſame place, 
Till, to my clothes reſtor q again, 
Releas'd from my ſurprize and ſhame, 
The conſequence that did enſte, 
Is what, alas! I'm bound to rue: 
The healing waters worle· d their cure, 6 
Made all my other parts moſt pure, | 
Freed ev'ry place -expo#d'atid bare, 
But rage perpetugt'is ther.” 
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HIS tale affords a ſample rare 
Of Cordeliers, whoſe tender care, 
Whoſe charity the world muſt own, 
As yet has been outdone by none; 
On works of love entirely bent, 
They gave the ladies great content, 
Who willing follow'd their advice, 
As the ſtraight road to paradiſe. 
Theſe ſpiritual guides well knew the art 
To make impreſſion on the heart; 
Such holy fathers in the Lordm 
The ſex ador'd with ane accord, 
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They labour'd in the vineyard fo, 
As by the ſequal you will know. 


In times when women little knew, 
But minded what they had to do; 
E're yet the ſex were grown ſo idle 
To quote and to explain the bible; 
A ſwarm of brothers, young and fine, 
Who never thought good chear a crime, 
In Catalonia choſe a town 
To fix, where all went glibly down; 
For prieſts will thrive beyond all queſtion, 
Grow big from other folks digeſtion, 
Of ſober huſbands here was plenty, 
Whoſe wives, were you a ſaint, would tempt ye: 
The brothers caſt an eye of pity - 
On all theſe females young and pretty, 
e —=1y ONS 
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Who from good paſtors comfort find, 


* 
* = 
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To whom they're wond'rouſly inch d. 


The holy fathers firſt yearn /d greatly. 
To build a convent fine and ſtately, | 

| While all the females thither run, 
Contribute large to get it done z 

For whose er gives to work ſo glorious, 
| Performs an act moſt meritorious; 
And, if ſome are not out im gueſſing, 
"Tis a ſure way to gain a bleſſing. 

The convent done, and knowing, ſure, 
The womerꝰs faith was found and pure, 
And Faith, when dad, of no one uſe is, 
But, quicken'd;' fineſt fruit produces, 
The fathers taught no care too much 

To cultivate it for the church ; 


* 


* 
- 


And 
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And ſummon'd, for a certain day, 7 
The wives, all that were young and gay, 
To hear, they privately were told, 1001 2 


Inſtructions uſeleſs to the old. 


Th' unmarrigd too, for ſome good reaſons, - 


7 


Muſt wait they ſaid, their proper ſeaſons. 12 


And, when the wives, all expeRation, 8 
Had punctual form'd the congregation, | 
Father Andrew never goes about, 

But to the matter ſpoke right out; 
Harangues as follows, makes all clear; 


The wives with due attention hear: 


If any thing can ſtop, he cries, 

Your ent'ring ſtraight in paradiſe, 

It is your giving us no ſhare 420 
Of what your huſbands have to ſpare, WO 
Of that which, taken oer and Oer. 


There's ſtill remaining as much more; 


5 Then 
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Then think how great muſt be th' abuſe 
To keep it ſolely for their uſe. 

What is ſuperfluous to deny 


Argues the want of charity; 

And, ſince not offer'd firſt by you, | 
We muſt inſiſt upon our due. 
Perhaps you” re ready to reply, 

?Tis fin to break the marriage tie; 
Though ſuch an anſwer would be auen 5 
To us who are to guide the conſcience; 
*Tis your ſole duty to obey, Vito 
Ours to direct you the right way. 
Theſe dues were to our order giv'n, 
By many Popes long ſince in heav'n, 
A tithe upon the marriage ſtate, 
As ſolace ſmall for labours great: 
Our claim is only on you wives, 


Ground that lies waſte can yield no tithes. 


7 a 
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If well are weigh'd our cares for you, 
You never can diſpute this due : 
Ingratitude's an heinous ſin, 

A vice whence ev'ry crime muſt ſpring; 
For that alone, you know full well, 
The De'el was headlong thrown to hell. 
Beware in that how you offend, 

If to a bleſſing you pretend; 

Moreo'er, theſe tithes we claim as due, 
That cannot be a loſs to you, 

Will manifeſt our zeal and love, 


Ho we our faithful flock approve. 


Three times a month, nor leſs nor more, 
Each wife muſt punctual clear her ſcore, 
Muſt make due payment, whate'er chances , 
Unto the brethren of St. F rancis. | 

| EF; Dies 
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; Beſides, the ſeripture makes it plain, 
Which, to your comfort, I expin 5 
The ſcripture doth tg Þs deviſe 


Of things made for man's uſe the tithes... 
That this is one of them, indeed, 


I doubt not you are all agreed z * 
And, ſince you ſee the caſe j 1 plain, 
I muſt inſiſt on it again, | 

That ev 'ry one without delay, 

In gratitude and duty, pay. 

As ſuits each man's ability, 

To have the whole of this we'll try 


| For, whiter trouble we go through, 
We NEVET muſt abate our due, 13 
As the Poor church would go to tatters, 


Should we o 'erlook the weightier matters. 
Let none, I beg, be ſcrypulous, 


And truſt your conſciences with us; 


The CoA DET II AB. 
But, of all things. pray mind this one, 


Between the fleſh and ſhift what's done | 


Twould be indecent to diſcover | :- 
To huſbands, or to any other.. 
In three words, Paul gives full direction; 
They are faith, charity, diſcretion. 


- 
EC # 


The ſermon had its due effect, 
At this diſcourſe not one ſoul lept ; 
To hear him they could ne er be tir d, 
And all his eloquence admir c. 
A ſhining light broke from each part, 
His words ſunk deep into the heart; 

To clear the conſcience ſtraight from ſin, 
Great a roſe who ſhould begin; 1 
The preacher's words had moy'd them ſo, 
That all would pay, before they'd go; 


And 
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And many murm'ring went away: 
To be put off to the next day. | 
The holy prieſts bluſh'd to refuſe, 
Such zeal appear'd to pay their dues ; * | 
But, forc'd, cry'd, ladies, by your leave, 
Give us a little time to breath,” . $4 
And let us beg you to conſent, 

Things may be done with management: 
Let times be fix*d on with each brother ; © - 
This day for one, the next for t'other ; | 
Who goes too faſt, believe-a friend, 

Will hardly reach his journey's end. 


Thus all things ſettl'd with civility, 
According to each man's ability, 
Some for their ſnare took turn with ten, 


Twelve or fifteen for abler men; 
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But, father Blaze, all o'er in flame, - 


The church's credit to maintain, 


Scarce ever of the ſpirit empty, 
Brim full of zeal, took up with twenty. 


- Though, when ſome months were paſs'd away, 
The fathers would, ſome authors ſay, 
To ſhow that there was faith in men, 
Have given credit now and then: 

But, in this point, each wife ſincere 
Took care to have her conſcience clear ; 
The order robb'd of their leaſt due, 

A curſe, they thought, muſt ſure enſue, 
And ſome, enflam'd with zeal divine, | 
Found means to pay before their time; 
White others ſcrupulouſly nice, | 
Begg'd of all things to pay it twice: 


*Twou'd 
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Twou'd give them greater peace of mind, 
Would but the fathers be ſo kind; | 
"T was wonderful the harmony, 

How in che goed work all agree! 


It happen'd on an ev'nihg late, 
A huſband and his loving mate 
Mere paſſing by the convent · gate: we? ef 
A fit of zeal came on the wife ; 2 
Says ſhe, if you'll walk on, my life, 
I'll juſt;ſtep in here, now I'm by, 
And will be with you inſtantly : 
I've an affair here with a brother; 
»Twill in a moment's time be over. 
Why, what the devil's in your head? 
The man reply'd, they're gone to bed 2 


To-morrow morning is not long hence, 
= A fitter time to eaſe your conſcience : 


What 


The Connzirztns G& 
What you. have done, I cannot gueſs, 
To go at midnight, to confeſs. 
Good Lord ! ſhe cry d, that's not the caſe z 
It is to do an act. of grace; 
And, ſure, 'tis right at any time, 
To go about a work divine; 
Tis only juſt to pay a due, 
A duty that imports not you. 


Imports not me:! he: ſtraight reply'd ; 
Faith, Madam, that ſhall ſoon be try'd : 
The matter inſtantly declare, 


Or elſe, by heav'n! I vow and ſwear. 


Why Lord, fays ſhe, what work you make! 
It is the tithe on th? married ſtate; 
As if indeed you never knew, 
That tithes from ev'ry wife were due, 
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And that the whole was all your own, 
And the church truly muſt have none. 
Had you not kept me prating ſo, 

It had been done an hour ago: 

I us'd to be the firſt to pay, 

And now, perhaps, by this delay, 

E're a fit time ſhall chance again, 

I'll be put off to Lord knows when. 
The man, ſurpriz'd at what ſhe ſaid, 
A hundred thoughts came in his head: 
The de'el, he cries ; what's this you prate ? 
A tithe upon the married ſtate! 


Why, yes, ſhe innocent replies; 
What ails you, I cannot deviſe. 
We're bound to give the fathers part 
Of that which you and I—, my heart. —- 


Your 
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Your ſiſter pays father Aubry, 

The bailiff's wife father Fauby ; 

Her highneſs pays to brother William, 
The ſweeteſt monk among a million; 
And, of what's wanted not by you, 
I pay father Gerard his due, 


What miſchiefs from the tongue proceed, 


When once from all reſtraint *tis freed ? 
How many families undone, 

Made wretched by th'unbridled tongue? 
A ſingle word, let fly in haſte, 


Has often laid whole nations waſte. 


All the affair now fully known, 
The huſband found he wa'n't alone; 
Had many partners in his caſe, 


Which much alleviates the diſgrace ; 


Howe'er 


0 
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Howe'er, to peil was. Kis invention n 
The pious work his wife was bent on. 
Early next morn, at break of day, 

His wife lock'd up, he haſtes away, 
Among the neighbours to relate 
His hapleſs, but their common fate: 
It touch d the huſbands to the heart; 
Each man ſtraight took his wife apart, 

; Swore they'd not pardon the tranſgreſſion, 
Unleſs they made a fair confeſſion. 
Surpriz'd, not knowing what they do, 


The wives told ev ry tittle true, 
And vow, whate'er of them become, 
They thought no harm in what was done „ 


Proteſted they were not in jeſt, 
But really did is for the beſt. 5 1 


— 


e The 
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The matter thus confeſs'd and plain, 
The huſbands all were in a flame, 
Ran all together in a crowd, 
And fell revenge, that inſtant, vow'd. 
Some ſwore they'd hang up ev'ry brother, 
But drowning better pleas'd another ; 
While many thought it right and fit 
To cut each friar bit by bit: 
Burning at laſt one hit upon, | 
Which hugely pleas'd th'applauding FEW 
And all were to the convent hying 


To purge with fire a fin ſo crying. 


A biſhop, hearing of the rout, 
To ſave the brotherhood turn'd out 
With his attendants in great ſtate, 


And met them at the convent-gate : 


F How 


„ 
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How he came there ſome authors ſay 
Is that he chanc'd to be that way; 
Some providentially he came 
To ſave the brethren from the flame. 


What means, he cries, this madneſs great, 
Which you'll repent, when 'tis too late? 
Whoe'er perſiſts in deed ſo foul, 

But lights a fire for his own foul ; 

In hoſtile way to touch that gate 

Is, ſurely, profanation great. 

Then, what a ſin to burn a friar! 

To ſet a veſſel choice on fire! - 

For, though all's true that is related, 
The prieſthood ſtill remains moſt ſacred , 
That character* can't out be blotted, 
Though cer ſo much bedaub'd and ſpotted ; 
* 9 ; 5 And 
* The indelible character. 
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And whether they do ill or well, 
Theirs are the keys of heav'n and hell. 
Omnipotence hath long thought fit 
To bleſs none but with their permit; 
Immortal bliſs can't now beſtow, 
But wiſely lodg'd that gift below, 
A donative to us, the church, 
| Who never can have power too much, 
That lower orders ſhould have claim 
To judge the high'r, who dares maintain? 
And, ſpite of all the wicked ſay can, 
A prieſt's above a king that's lay-man 3 
For prieſts for ever are divine, 
Princes but when the prieſts incline. 
That prieſts are greater is no wonder, 


To whom the angels“ muſt knock under 


F 2 Where- 
A dodrine preached by ſeveral eminent divines of the 
Romiſh Church, by reaſon of the power they claim to for- 


Ve 
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Wherefore as you regard ſalvation, 

Leave me to act, it is my ſtation : 
Prieſts ſhould be judg'd by prieſts alone, 
And, when the caſe is fully known, 
I ſhall allot them penance fit; 


No more, but inſtantly ſubmit. 


All dreaded excommunication, 
Which leaves no room to hope ſalvation ; 
And fo the crowd ſtraight wheel'd about, 
Left he from heaven ſhould ſhut them our. 


The biſhop on conſideration, 
Oblig'd the monks to quit their ſtation, 
Diſpers'd them into convents others, 
All to be puniſh'd by their brothers. 


The 


give ſins, and of turning a wafer into the deity : which doc- 
trines if true, as the angels never pretended any fuch 


power, I think very juſtly gives the prieſts the ſuperiority. 
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The wives, to ſet all matters right, 
Were ever ready day or night, 


Willing, if what they ſpar'd was ſin, 
To more than make it up ag'in; 

And, all, to ſhew they were ſincere, 
Kept ſuch a work with life and dear, 
That, though the huſbands made a rout, 
And got the brothers all turn'd out, 
Yet ſome abating of their flame, 

Full often wiſh'd them back again; 
Could of their wives have ſpar'd a part ; 
Others the whole with all their heart. 
Pleaſures we can't go on at eaſe in 


Create diſguſt, and ſoon grow teazing. 
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7 
Sr. JULIAN. 


OME think that magic words have charms 
To keep you from all forts of harms ; 

Others to relics are inclin'd, | 

And many think, as you will find, 

A prayer may hit ſo pat ſome faint, 


Be twiſted, turn'd ſo very quaint, 
That ſtraight he gives you his protection; 
At once, without the leaſt reflection, 


He 


e 
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He does your work without a pauſe, 
Nor heeds the merits of the cauſe: 
While others think there's no ſuch thing, 
And value not a ſaint a pin; 
In relics, ſpells, will put no truſt, 
And I think their opinion juſt, 
But certain words oft with the fair 
Will do your buſineſs to a hair; 
Their force in th'affairs of love, 
Full many from experience prove z 
I own I then approve their uſe, 
Convinc'd what wonders they produce. 
However, here's a tale, *tis true, 
That ſhows at other times theyll do. 


It happen'd, at a certain time, 
Renaud of Aſt on ſome deſign 
F 4 To 
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To Caſtle-William took his routy © + 


And Lord knows how it came about, 
But on the road he join'd three men, 
Who bow'd to him, and he to them 


And, after compliments were paſt, _ 
Which were too violent to laſt, 
They all together travell'd on, 

To make the way not ſeem ſo long. 
Together in diſcourſe they join, 
As folks are wont to murder time; 
An enemy like him to maul, 

Seems the delight of great and ſmall, 
No wonder he is uſed ſo ill, 

Who flies inceſſantly to kill, 

Who mows down ew'ry earthly thing, 
Makes all as though it ne'er had been; 
Confoundòs all orders, titles, | place, 


And ranks a footman with his grace, 


The Hymn or Prayer to St. Jul IAN. 


They firſt began upon the weather, 
And brought all paſt remarks together 
Of heat or cold, or wet or dry, 

Or ſome appearance in the ſky ; 

Of hail or ſnow, or when it thunder'd, 
That every living creature wonder'd, 
And each had in it ſomething more 
Than in the world was known before ; 
With Solomon could not agree, 


That what has been is what ſhall be. 
Then gangs of robbers were ſo ſtrong, 
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They wonder'd what the king thought on; 


They note each grievance in the nation, 
Point out what's right for every ſtation; 
And all ſcem'd fit to give advice 
Suiting to all occaſions nice; 

Their honeſty none could miſtruſt, 


They ſpoke fo very fair and juſt. 


The 
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The three, when much diſcourſe had paſt, 
Began on ſpells and charms at laft , 


Of mighty wonders they could do, 
Gave many inſtances they knew, 
That words and characters more ſure 
Were often found to work a cure, 
Than all the doctors with their knowledge, 
And all the latin of the college. 
Renaud affords attention due, 

When once addreſs'd him, what ſay you? 
Have you no charm, no ſecret power, 
To guard you in an evil hour, 

In ev'ry danger a reſource, 

To break of threatning ſtorms the force ? 
Why, truly, it muſt be confeſs'd, 

He anſwer'd, Pm but little vers'd 

In any knowledge of that kind, 


To which I've never turn'd my mind 


The Hymn or Prayer to St, JuLian. 75 
I go in the old beaten way, 


But, in regard to what you ſay, 

I needs muſt own each morning when, 
Upon the road to St. Julian, | 
I've ſaid a certain hymn or prayer, 

] always meet, at night, good chear. 
I never knew it once deceive me, 

As heav'n's my judge, you may believe me; 
And if at any time I've fail'd, 

My evil genius has prevail'd, 

I've met ſome cauſe of diſcontent, 
And found good reaſon to repent. 

One of the three cry'd, tell me, pray, 
I you have ſaid it, Sir, to-day ? | 
Renaud aſſur'd him that he had, 

And ſhould be to neglect it mad; 
When ſtraight the other made reply, 
I'll hold you any ſum that I, 


To 
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To ſhow your notion but a jeſt, 
This very night ſhall fare the beſt. 
The night was coming on apace, 
And they were in a lonely place, 
Juſt at the entrance of a wood, 
Which had, indeed, no aſpect good 3 
The wind was piercing and ſevere, 
The inn yet very far from near, 
When, till the other running on, ; 
Tu bet the horſe that you're upon, 

Lour purſe, your cloaths, and all, he cry'd, 
That better luck ſhall me betide; 

I'll have, this night, a better inn 

Than you, for all your boaſted hymn, 4 
Poor Renaud to diſcern was able 

His horſe muſt have another ſtable, 
When one, with piſtol cock'd in hand, 
Bid him, that very inſtant, ſtand, 


And 
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And us'd that magic word, deliver, 

So famed for making hearts to quiver. 

In ſhort, the three fell all upon him, 

And left our tray'ller nothing on him, 
Except his breeches and his ſhirt, 

To keep him from the cold and dirt; 
When for a guide not one would ſtay, 

But each rode off a diff rent way, 

Were, in an inſtant, out of fight, 

And Renaud left in diſmal plight, 
Benighted, ſtrippꝰd; the north wind blew 
Full in his face, and pierc'd him through: 
He thought the robber in the right, 

That he ſhould fare but ill to- night; 
Thought that his faint had quite forgot him, 


And, if he truſts him more, then rot him. 


His 
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His ſervant, like the reſt inclin'd, 

On ſore pretence had lagg'd behind, 

But ſaw, at diſtance, this diſaſter, 

And never look'd about him after, 

But gallop'd off another way, 


And reach'd the inn, where ſnug he lay, 
Perſuaded it was rightly done 

To take good care, at leaſt, of one. | 
The maſter, ſtarv'd with cold, bemir'd, 
And almoſt breathleſs, ſpent, and tir'd, 
And wailing of his piteous caſe ; 

The ſnow came driving in his face, 
While ev'ry hope of life was fled ; 

He envy'd thoſe already dead, 

And thought, to one in his ſad caſe, - 


A grave a comfortable place. 


The 
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The fates, for all their boaſted cares, 
But make a ſport of our affairs, 

Ordain us, far beyond all meaſure, 

To good or bad, as ſuits their pleaſure ; 


There is no joke in a dull mean, 
Which muſt exiſt in ſome extreme. 
Poor Renaud, almoſt ſtarv'd and dead, 
Confirms the truth of what Ive ſaid, 
Who chanc'd, an hour after night, 

To ſpy, ſome diſtance off, alight : 
He thought no ſtar did ever ſhine 
With any luſtre ſo divine. 

Unto the houſe he made up ſtrait, 
Stood cold and ſhiv'ring at the gate, 
And knock'd and made a diſmal moan, 
That would have pierc'd a very ſtone. 
Within there liv'd a widow fair, 


Who was eſteem'd a beauty rare: 
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A marquis, dwelling near the place, 

Who kept the appearance up of grace, J 

In private here, he indulg'd his flame, 
None but a page knew when he came. 

| To a back-door a maſter-key 

Gave him admittance privately ;_ 

He ſaw the dame, when he thought fit, 

And never ſpoke one word of it; 

A thing moſt wonderful to me, 

Silence not ſuiting a marquis. 

To them intrigues are*nt worth a pin, 

Unleſs they make the whole town ring; 

Nor in the thing ſuch pleaſure take, 

As in the mighty noiſe *twill make 

| Their happineſs is all without em, 

Depends on others thoughts about 'em, 

How many lead the lives they. hate, 


Are really mean to ſeem but great; 


Submit 


The Hymn or Prayer to Se. JuLian, 2 


Submit to what they moſt deteſt, 
To be but in appearance bleſt? 


Madam expected him this night, 
For his reception all was right; 
The chamber ſet in order neat, 
The fineſt wines prepar'd, and meat, 
With ſoups reſtorative, that prove 
Of mighty uſe to dying love ; 
That can renew th' expiring flame, 
And make us love and love again; 
For happy lovers all deſign'd, 
But poiſon when the fair's unkind. 


The dame was languiſhing alone, 


Prepar'd for all that was to come, 
When, by the page the marquis ſent, 


She was inform'd ſome accident 


G 
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Had hinder'd him to wait upon ber, 


Which griev'd him much, upon his honour : 
She could not take it in good part, 


But yet it did not break her heart. 


All this had happen'd juſt before 
Renaud ſtood knocking at the door, ; 
When Madam! s ſervant, | tender- -hearted, 
The matter to the dame imparted ; 
Told her the man would ſurely die, 
Unleſs admitted: inſtantly. 

The miſtreſs bid her let him in, 

For cruelty ſhe held a lin; 2 

With ſtraw well dry'd to make a bed, 
On what chey left he might be fed; 
Had i it not been for this decree, 


He muſt havedy'd, that all agree. | 
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As ſoon as Renaud was admitted, 
Himſelf he like a man acquitted, 
And made what compliments he o d 
To the civility they ſnow'd: 
That he ſhould, to! His lateſt breath, 
Own they had reſcued him from death, 
Who very: neatly: had o'erpow'r'd him, 
And muſt have very ſoon devour'd him. 


The dame had more compaſſion for him, 
The moment that ſhe look'd upon him; 
And, as he told his ſtory o'er, 
Found herſelf melting, more, and more. 
A gentleman, in ſuch diſtreſs, 
Can't be ſuppos'd to merit leſs; 
Beſides, his perſon was well made, 
A grace appear'd in all he ſaid. 
aA G 2 That 
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That he was not, all ſeem'd to prove, 


A novice in th' affairs of love; 
And circumſtances thus material, 
About her melting ſo, may clear all : 
Howe'er, a bluſh o'erſpread his face, 
To find himſelf in ſuch a caſe; 
Though love is naked, yet he's clean ; 
| 1 By all accounts that I have ſeen. 


The dame, compaſſionate and kind, 
A bath for her prepar'd reſign d 
To Renaud, who was all complying : 
Who'd ſtand in fuch a caſe denying, 
She recollects too there were left, 
Of her dear man's, of life bereft, _ 
Some clothes that would exactly hit him, ä 
For, by his ſize, ſhe's ſure they'd fit him; 

| And, 


The Hymn or Prayer to St. JuLtan. 85 


And, when the bath had clean'd, refreſh'd him, 
The ſervant firſt perfum'd, then dreſs'd him. 
He waits on Madam trim and neat, 
Appears a chevalier compleat; 
His compliments were made ſo clean, 
The gentleman was plainly ſeen: 
And ſupper's ſerv d; for whom deſign'd, 
Neer enters once in Renaud's mind; 
But, ſoon as it was ſet on table, 
He eat as faſt as he was able, 
Freely indulg'd his appetite, 
Which needed not a whet that night 


The dame to eat wa'n't much inclin'd, 
Something had taken up her mind; 
Her eyes oft rais'd to take a view, 
From whence a killing brightneſs flew ; 
G 3 Whene'er 


6 The Hyma gr Prayer to St. ur aax. 
Wheneer his chanc'd to-mect their ray,  . / 
Would, conſcious, turn another way, 
The humid luſtre ſeeard r explain 

What language would attempt in vain 

The pow'r of words would be zoo faint 

Th' expreſſion of her eyes to paint; 

And Renaud could diſcover, plain, 

His ſaint was not addreſy'd in vain. 


Th' expected marquis rais'd a flame, 
Perhaps, not ſettled ſgon again; 
Or whether Renaud's air and mien, 

Or ſomething of which we don't dream, 

I cannot lay, had touch'd her heart, 3 

But love was playing there his part. | 

She thought there was not the leaſt harm in 


Indulging of 2 flame ſo charming; 1074 
| That 
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That they were private, all alone, N 
So what they did could not be known ; 
And what remains unknowns all one, 
As though it never had been done, 
Beſides the juſtice of it too, 

For it was to the marquis due. 
That eye for eye, and tooth for tooth, 
Is right, we learn from ſacred truth;  - 
And man for man, and fin for fin, 
| She held exactly the ſame thing; 
And this, by all ſhe could diſcover, 
Was ev'ry bit as good as other, 


The cloth rettiov'd, the ſervant gone, 
Renaud was with the dame alone; 
Her dreſs, contriv'd to fan love's fire, 
| Tokindle up the fierce defire, 
5 G 4 Was 
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Was plain, but ew ry part compleat, 
And all was elegantly neat. OY 

No pomp appear'd, or richneſs rare, 

But all was that's becoming there; 
Something with which, at once, we're ſeiz d, 


And, without knowing why, are pleas'd. 
Through all her ſhape, ſome nameleſs grace, 
Conſpired with her lovely face 
To make her be ador'd and loy'd; 
A marble ſtatue had been mov'd, 
Then think, if Renaud could remain 
Untouch'd, nor feel love's pow'rful flame, 
Who, from the parts that were reveal'd, 
Could gueſs what beauties were conceal'd ; 
Of which he long'd to take poſſeſſion, | 
And ſought to give his thoughts expreſſion, 
When madam kindly paves the way, 
Looks on him, and begins to ſay ; 

You 
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You bring to mind my huſband dead, 
For whom full many a tear I've ſhed 
There's ſomething of him I can trace 
In ev'ry feature of your face, 
Some near reſemblance in each line 


Of the dear man I once calPd mine. 


I'm bleſs'd, he anſwer'd ſtraight the dame, 
Beyond all hopes that I could frame, 
That I the leaſt reſemblance bear 
To any one whom you held dear; 
But, ſhould I try your like to find, 
In vain I'd ſearch through woman-kind. 
"Till now the ſun did never ſhine 
On one ſo perfectly divine: 
To count your ev'ry beauty o'er 
Would take till time ſhall be no more; 
And 
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And fate to me has only lent 
One night, whih may be better ſpent. 


The lady, ſmiling, feigns ſurprize; 
The truth of all he ſays denies : 
She could not merit half that praiſe, 
But men will flatter now-a- days; 
Denies but to be prais'd the more; 
The ſex have done it o'er and oer. 


Renaud replies her beauty's ſuch, 
It never can be prais'd too much; 
l feel, he cries, it's wondrous n 


Or may I never live an hour. | 


From one extreme to rother run, 

I froze but now, and now I burn; 
By you teviv'd, from death I riſe; 
And ſhall I periſh by thoſe eyes ? 
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Can you their heavenly beams employ | 
The life you've given to deſtroy ? 


Silent, her eyes fix'd on the ground, 
The loves and graces playing round, 
Her charms more ſtrongly ſtrike the view, 
As if on praiſe freſh beauties grew, 

Or ſilence had a ſweeetneſs found 
Beyond all harmony of found : 

She look'd juſt fo, that Renaud ſtraight 
Perceiv'd *twas waſting time to prate ; 
And time in war or love, tis plain, 
Once loſt; is ne'er recall'd again: 

He puſh'd directly home th'affair, 
Thoſe ſeldom fail who bravely dare. 


The dame could not, indeed, comply, 
But, quite aſtoniſh'd, cry'd, O fie 
And 
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And begg'd and pray'd he'd give it o'er, 
And think of ſuch a thing no more 
Proteſts, and made reſiſtance ſuch, 

Juſt not too little or too much; 


Such as each woman makes, *tis ſaid, 

Who 1s, or who is not, a maid. 

But, ſpite of all that ſhe could fay, 

Renaud was bent, to have his way : 

And all ſhe urg'd, on courſe, muſt fail, 

When no perſuaſion will prevail; 

For ſome will never be ſaid no, 

And then how oddly things muſt go. 

She thought he was not ſuch a man 

Cries, Lord ! I wonder how you can! 

Then yields, o ercome, a melting kiſs, 
And ſighs— there-is-no- bearing this : 

But Renaud's joy what words can paint, 

Who bleſs'd the kind propitious faint, ; 7 | 

Who 
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Who feels each rapture in full height, 
And all the killing fierce delight ! 


The time expir'd for denying, 
The dame grew wond'rouſly complying ;_ 
No woman, with a grain of wit, 
But knows exactly when *tis fit. 
She kindly owns a kiſs was due, 
For the bad way he travell'd through; 

To give another was content, 

For all the cold he underwent; 
Then for the rogues, and for the fright, 
And ev'ry evil paſs'd that night, 
Who would not, thus to quit the ſcore, 


Have gladly ſuffer'd as much more. 


But when the ſex are enter'd in, 


To grant a favour once begin, 
They 
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They will repeat it o'er and o'er, 
And give all you cas wiſh and more: 

So Madam took it in her head, 

As now twas time to: go to bed, 

That ſhe had part of hers to ſpare, 

And Renaud would be better there. 

Truly, his ſuff rings had been ſuch, 

She could not make of him too much; 
?*Twas charity oblig'd her to it, 

None could have feeling, and not do it. 

In bed, preſs'd to her lovely breaſt, 

Again endear d, again careſs'd, 

Each evil was effac'd again, 

By the kind tender-hearted dame, 

Who felt, like all who're well inclin'd, 

Much ſatisfaction in her mind: 
And made him promiſe, tlie next day, 

To ſee her, when he came that way 3 


wY 


Conjur'd 
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Conjur'd him, by his faith and honour, 
Oft as he could, to call upon her: 

But privately to ſhun all view 

She begg'd him leaſt the Marquis knew; 
She likewiſe furniſh'd him with money, 


Sufficient to purſue his journey. 


Renaud ſet out, ſoon reach'd the inn, 
And found his man, and cudgellVd him; 
Then chang'd his cloaths, as all, he found, 
Was in his cloak-bag, ſafe and ſound. | 
The rogues (ſee how it happen'd pat 


The faint, ſweet foul, took care of that) 

He heard were taken that ſame day, 

When to the judge he haſtes away, 

Had all he loſt, upon demand | 

The rogues were try*d, condemn'd, and * d: 
NG They 
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They all were penitent and ſorry 
To come to end ſo melancholy, 
An end ſo many thouſands drive at, 


Yet all unwillingly arrive at; 

From this all things we plainly ſee, 

With their appearance don't agree. 

Poor Renaud, robb'd, ſtripp'd to the ſkin, 
Whoſe life you'd thought not worth a pin, 
Meets with, when ready to deſpair, 

A lovely widow, young and fair, 

Who might content her beauty ſuch, 
The daintieſt prelate of the church ; 
Recovers money, clothes and horſe, . - 
And things went but to bleſs him croſs ; 
And, thanks to the good ſaint, he got 
One night, which coſt him not a jot. 


THE 
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AY now, I'll ſwear, friend, you are mad: 
This tale is monſtrous, horrid, bad, 


From one to tother end a lye, 


That one may ſee with half an eye. 

The Epheſian Matron's nought to this, 

Which tops on ev'ry thing amils : 

That you ſhould take it in your head 

The Devil ſhould, of all things wed ! 
- 
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I know you're ready to reply, 
That Satan had a mind to try, 
If the reports he heard were true, 
And ſift the matter through and through : 
Though this is all but farce and ſham 
Appears, at firſt ſight, a. mere bam, 
As if the devil nothing knew 
Of all the ways the ſex purſue !. 
He who, in envy to the fair, 
Has made it his peculiar care 
I To haunt and watch them night and day, 
80 often leads them his own way; ( 


When he beholds them heav'nly fair, , 


Of the creation work moſt rare, 


The charms adorning ev'ry face, 

Each actions, look's, peculiar grace, | 
Incens'd he cannot bear the ſight, 

Still doom'd to act in our deſpite; 

| | Thinks 


K5 
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Thinks paradiſe was loſt in vain, 


In lovely woman found again ! 


He therefore plagues the pretty creatures, 
Quite turns their heads, and ſpoils their features. 


In ladies all devour'd with ſpleen 


Is not the devil plainly ſeen ? 


And who could think a tender fair 
Should, all tranſported, ſtorm and ſtare, 
Her charms all fled, and ev'ry grace, 
And all the fury in her face ? 

One is, without one reaſon giving, 
The moſt unhappy creature living ! 
Another's whole delight's in ſtrife, 

Yet vows there's not a better wife! 
And this, affectedly ſedate, 


Does ev'ry earthly thing you hate! 


H 2 Nov 
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Now women, all the world agree, 
Have readier parts by much than we ; 
And can you think, if they weren't bit, 
They'd act againſt all ſenſe and wit? 


Would yonder ſtars, that ſhine ſo bright, 


Themſelves put out their radiant light, 
 Extinguiſh all their wond'rous glory? 
Come, Sir, *tis but an idle ſtory. 
Women would diff*rent be, that's clear, 
Were not the devil always near; 
Therefore your tale is ſenſeleſs ſtuff: 
Without being wed, he knows enough 
Of all their actions, by your leave, 
From preſent times, to mother Eve; 
If you think not, I ſhall deplore 

Your madneſs, but will ſay no more. 


Why, 


Ys 
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Why, Sir, T own in what you ſay 
Something like truth obſerve we may : 
But this ſame tale is well atteſted : 
Farmer Matheo of proteſted, 
That ev'ry word of it was true, 
And fairly gave the devil his due 
Told how he punctual kept his word, 
And left his manſion, time the third: 
Beſides, had I a mind to quote, 


I'd tell you Authors of great note, 
In French, Itahan, who before 

Have vouch'd this ftory o'er and o'er. 
Now what ſo many verify 

To queſtion's infidelity z 


But only calmly hear it our, 


Yowll ſee, if you have room to doubt: 


Satan, who rules the realms below, 


The king of miſery and woe, 
H 3 
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For want of ſomething elſe to do, 

Like gen'rals, order'd a review, 
Deſigning by this raree ſhow, | 
To find what brought ſuch crowds below ; 
And, having aſk'd of ſmall and great, 
The cry ran on the married ſtate; 
Condition bad, the truth to tell, 

That ends ſo gen'rally in hell. 


The devil call'd a council ſtraight, 
Thinking the matter of great weight ; 
And one and all gave their opinions, 
Twas a fine thing for his dominions ; 
And that to earth ſome devil ſhould go, 
And ſee, if it were really ſo. 
Balphegor, ſubtle, cloſe, and wiſe, 
And full all o'er of ears and eyes, 
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Was by the univerſal bent 
Choſe on this errand to be ſent; 


But under penalty ſevere, 


Not to return for full ten year : 


To dwell on earth, and be a man, 


And manage, the beſt way he can; 
Go through the uſual ſcenes of life, 


Try what it was to have a wife. 

Bills of exchange they gave him many, 
Sufficient for occaſions any, 
That, if he manag'd right, in plenty 

He might have liv'd for years full twenty. 


Thus, all things ſettl'd and agreed, 
He hies to earth, with all his ſpeed ; 
Paſs'd, at a bound, the realms of night, 
And, in an inſtant, reach'd the light; 
35 H 4 Picks 
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Picks up a carcaſe ſuiting nice, 


And animates it in a trice. 


At Florence city, of great fame, 
He ſettled, Roderic his name; 
Had equipage for pomp and ſhow, 
And, in his dreſs, a perfect beau. 
Sweet flattry iſſued from his tongue, 
Whene'er he ſpoke, a heart was won; 
Attention from each ear he drew, 
And all believ'd he hit them true, 
While they had merits to their mind, 
Which none, but he and they, could find. 


The fair ones all their glances threw, 
Try'd all the ways the ſex purſue, 
With dreſs and ev*ry female art, 


To conquer and enſlave his heart: 


The Max RTAdx of Batpnzcon, 
There was not one, though &er ſo coy, 
To gain him, but had leap'd for joy. 
Tis not the faſhion to ſay nay, 
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When gold has fmooth'd and pav'd the way; 


The primum mobile below 
Says, let this be, and it is fo; 
That can alone ſupply the place 


Of ev'ry virtue, ev'ry grace 


T vo regiſters Balphegor had 
For marriages, the good and bad: 
The laſt had in it many a ſcore; 
So full he could ſet down no more; 
While in the firſt ſo few were nat d, 
The very devil was aſham'd ! 

He therefore was reſolv'd to try, 


Himſelf, the knot none can untie, 


And 
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And thought, the common road forſaken, 
He'd not, like others, be miſtaken, 

And find, inſtead of raptures great, 
Eternal ſtrife and loud debate. 


He pitch'd upon a girl of fame, 
Honeſta was the fair one's name ; 
Her ſhape, her features, and her air, 
Excell'd all that was counted rare; 
No ſort of vice but ſeem'd her ſcorn, 
Well educated, nobly born. 
There was no money in the caſe, 
But then her birth ſupply'd it's place; 
Birth that with wealth will make alliance, 
Yet bids to all things elſe defiance ; 


On wiſdom, virtue, much inferior, 


Nobility looks down ſuperior ! 
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Balphegor could not heſitate, . 
Impatient for the married ſtate ; 

But to the parents ſtraight apply'd, 

And begg'd their daughter for a bride, 
The parents told of offers many, 
Though yet they had not fix*d on any 
That they would think upon th' affair; 
Mean time he ſhould be welcome there; 
And, if Honeſta cond be won, 
Believ'd objections they'd have none. 

The devil, 1 gained admiſſion, 
Did like a man in his condition: 
Gave balls, and maſquerades, and treats, 
Regal'd with fineſt wines and meats | 
And, that in form things ſhould be done, 


Conſum'd a portion for a ſon: 


No 
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No wonder marriage ſhould prove bad, 
When every ſtep to it is mad, 


But, after many prayers and ſighs, 
And what were yet were not replies, 
That Yes or No direct don't ſay, 
But may be taken either way, 
The lady yields to be a wife, 
Though ſhe preferr'd a ſingle life ; 
Heav'n knows ſhe had no thoughts that way, 
But from her youth train'd to obey. 
Her parents lik'd him for a ſon, 
She'd not diſpute what they'd have done : 
Such innocence, ſo ſweet an air, 
In ev'ry word and act appear, 
The de' il forgot all former pain, 
And thought himſelf in heav'n again 
He 
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He found divine amazing bliſs, 


And Nector flowing from each Kiſs! 


But ſomething yet remain'd to do, 
That's thought eſſential to go through; 
A not'ry for that end was got, 

To ſign and ſeal, and lord knows what ! 
The devil could not help but ſmile, 

And in his ſleeve laugh'd all the while: 
Mankind, unto himſelf did ſay, 

The right road left, have loſt their way; 
Nought here of any uſe can prove, ' 


But mutual faith and mutual love. 


The devil, ſurely, reaſon'd right, 
And we've miſtook the matter quite: 
Contracts are food but for debate, 


A door to let in noiſe and hate, 
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A bane and curſe can only prove, | 
Where all depends alone on love; 

All from the heart muſt freely flow, 

The reſt is farce and empty ſhow. 


Something in creatures moſt we view 
Averſe to what they're bound to do; 
Yet fools, relying on the tie, | 
Think that alone can all ſupply ; 

To touch the ſoul forget the way, 

Regardleſs what they do or ſay: 

But pow'rful love acts diff rent quite, 
His ſtudy all to give delight; 

Tries ev'ry ſoft endearing art 

To reach and to ſecure the heart; 

But to this point enough we've ſaid; 


Let's ſee how the poor devil ſped. 


Madam 
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Madam now wed, and carried home, 
Her voice had ſoon another tone; 
The ſweetneſs gone, and ſtrangely ſhrill, 
She often ſhriek'd aloud, I will : 
She was reſolv'd to have her way, 
And wonder'd at the word obey, 
"_ matrimony foiſted in; 
Vow'd ſhe repeated no ſuch thing ; 
If he was maſter, ſhe was miſtreſs, 


And that, in rank, was not a bit leſs. 


She knew no reaſon men ſhould hector, 
And read the huſband many a „ ; 
A jargon ſo to madneſs leaning, 
The devil could not gueſs her meaning; 
The ſubje& matter of debate 


Could never enter once her pate; 
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Ev'ry thing foreign driving at, 

She never ſtumbl'd once on that: 
There was no Way to ſet her right, 
Flown paſt the reach of meaning quite; 
Had principles, as follows, ſtated, 

On no account to be debated, 

As orthodox in ev'ry part, 


Innate and graven on her heart. 


She held it ſpoil'd a lady's air 
To make her family her care: 


That women might, that pleas'd, be fools, 


But none for her ſhould lay down rules; 


And, truly, women of diſcretion 


Were not from men to learn their leſſon; 


That men thought they had all the wit, 
Seldom allow'd their wives a bit; 


The Man xigon of BALPHEGOR., 113 


That women's patty were full as good : 
That men's were often dull and heavy, 
But all muſt own chat their's were ready: 


That huſbands, *twas as clear as day, 
If kind, would give their wives their way, 


Becauſe that wives muſt bein pain, 
If they can't have their wills, is plain, 


To grudge and tell her of. expence, 
She held, was dowaright want of ſenſe ; 
They muſt have things deceat about them, 
Twan't poſſible to do without them: 
That, in proportion to their drels, 
Ladies are finer, more or leſs, 
And, of all horrid things, ſhe'd ſhun 
To be in equipage outdone. 
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If ſuch a thing ſhould &er be ſaid, 

She never could hold up her head; 
Believ'd it vaſtly to her merit, 

That none could have a greater ſpirit ; 


That, if the ſpirit once is broke, 
A wife is nothing but a joke. 


The unhappy devil found, beſide, 

He was to all the fam'ly ty'd ; 

Plagu'd with the father and the mother, 

Who ſometimes one, and fometimes tother, 

To honour him by their behaviour, 

Would deign F accept of many a favour; 6 
The little brother, or his tutor, - 
For ſomething always was a ſuitor ; \ 
Teaz'd likewiſe with a prating ſiſter, 7 

| He curs'd her often, as he kiſs'd her. S 
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In ſhort, the money flew ſo faſt, 


He ſaw too plain it could not laſt, 
For half the time he was to ſtay, 


Running behind-hand ev'ry day: 

On traffic, ſtraight, his thoughts he bent; 
All ſeem'd to favour his intent; 

At Florence ſeated, fam'd for trade, 
Where fortunes great were frequent made. 
In trade he thought he ſhould excel, 
Eſteem'd the ſubtleſt fiend in hell; 

But ſoon he found, for all his wit, 


And, though a devil, he was bit; 
Oblig'd to own himſelf a chicken, 
To dealers, in the arts of tricking. | is | 
When of his gains he ſought th* amount, 2 1 
They made him out a fair account; | 
And, when he hop'd to be the better, 

n Found ballance contra ſo much debtor. 1 
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This, and the part Honeſta ated, 
Made the poor devil juſt diſtracted; 

He begg'd ſhe'd leſſen her expences ; 

She ſtorm'd, was ſure he'd loft his ſenſes 8: 
No woman Cer made ſhift with leſs, 

What he meant by it the could not gueſs; 
A little trader thus to treat her 

One of her rank by ſuch a creature 

Thus to be us'd, fare, ne'er was known! 
Her virtue, all the world muſt own, 

Was but too ſtrict, heav'n knew her heart; 
Though authors don't confirm that parts 
But only tell us that a dax 

Neꝰ er paſs d without ſome diſmal fray. 
She'd comfort him, when things went croſs, 
By aggravating ev'ry loſs ! 

Was there a thing the huſband felt ? 

- *T'was that alone on which ſhe dwelt, 


Had 
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H ad then a wond'rous flow of tongue, 
And not a word but ſtabb'd and ſtung 
If nothing happen'd to repine at, 
Invention none was e er ſo fine at; 
Each thing affords a freſh diſpute, 
A petticoat, or a new ſuit! 
The ſmalleſt thing, if out of faſnion, 
Was fuel great to flaming paſſion, - 
With ev'ry trifle whence debate 
Springs up, and ſpoils the married ſtate } 


The devil wiſh'd his time was out, 
And long'd to hell to take his rout 


But, as his orders were to ſtay, 
He would, if poſſible, obey : 
But, hap what would, he'd quit his wife, 
Not able thus to paſs his life; 
13 | et 
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Yet waited firſt to get ſome pence, x a 

To furniſh out a ſmall expence, 

Sufficient juſt for cloaths and diet, 

In ſome ſnug part, where he'd live quiet. 

Two veſſels ſoon were to return, | 

In which he ventur'd his laſt ſum ; 

From them he Wop'd to get ſome money, 

And then purſue th intended journey: 
But, as misfortunes, tis well known, 

Are never found to come alone, 

T was not ſufficient he was marry'd, 

But his laſt ſtake at ſea miſcarry'd. 

The news was fpread all-round about, 

And bailiffs run to ſcent him out ; 

All in a dread, leſt they ſhould find him, 


He ſcour'd, and never look'd behind him, 


Till in the country, got quits clenr, 
He bd a little farm- houſe near. 


Matheo, 
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Matheo, farmer, own'd the place, 
To whom the devil told his caſe, 

Rehears'd him all the ſtory o'er, 


Each part, as I have done before. 


Mat ſhook his head, was very ſorry, 
Swore that his caſe was melanchol y. 
And begg'd the houſe his own he'd make, 
Till he reſolv'd what way to take. \ 

Why, Sir, I own you're very civil, ks. 
Reply'd the poor dejected devil; 

But, if we all things rightly ſcan, 


I muſt no longer be a man: 
My money all conſum'd and gone, 
Pve now nought left to live upon z 
This carcaſs to you PII reſign, + 
And wiſh it never had been mine, | 
| 14 T'apply 
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T' apply as uſeful ſhall be (ound s 
"Twill help you to manuze the ground: 

But, as a ſpirit, here ru m. 

Till time permits me to go homt; 

Will enter ſome of female kind, 
Admittance eaſy I hall find. 

To me, as man, they were RY 

But J ſhall hit em, as a devil; 

And, though to be bad gueſts we're fam'd, 

I ſhall be kindly entertain'd, 
The friends, indeed, will make 2 rout, ; 

Give any price to get me out. | 
And therefore, for your love profeſt, 

Three times, no more, at your requeſt, - 

I'll quit my peſt, a ſum you'll gain, 

And find Pm not oblig'd in vain: 

The devil bid him then adieu, 
And off, that very inſtant, flew, 
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And in a pet, an only daughter, 
Found a good ſnug convenient quarter. 
The thing was preſently diſcern'd, 

And all the neighbours were alarm'd; 
Each ſoul cry'd out, as I'm a ſinner, 
The devil certainly is in her. 
Some at the thing were wonder all, 
Others were not ſurpriz'd at all; 

But Matthew came, and got a ſum, 
And, at a word, the work was done 
Two other females, as agreed, 


O ſtrange! were from the devil freed. 


His promiſe now perform'd and o'er, 
He ſought to fix and change no more: 
The king of Naples, at that time, 


Had a fair daughter in her prime, 
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The honour of her ſex allow d, 
The wonder of the admiring crowd ; 

The neighb'ring princes made pretences, 

To gain her almoſt loſt their ſenſes. 
Balphegor ſounds her diſpoſition, 

Saw all was right for his admiſſion z 

And, notwithſtanding her high ſtation, 
Found in her a fit fituation z 

Reſolv'd, it ſuited him ſo well, 

To ſtay there, till he went to hell, 


The king was juſt beſide his wits, 
So plagu'd with all her devil's tricks; 
And ſought a cure, both far and near, 
When fam' d Matheo reach'd his ear: 
e ſent, without the leaſt de lay, 
Some meſſengers, that very day, 
oo £ Who 
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Who forc'd him, much againſt his will, 
To go to Court and try his ſkill, 


When there, he made excuſes many, 


| Though they would not accept of any; 
In vain he cry'd he nothing knew, | 

A poor weak wretch, what could he do? 
If he had caſt a devil out. 

It muſt be wholly chance, no doubt : 
That notwithſtanding what ſome ſay, 
'Tis hard to drive the devil away, 

When he has taken a firm hold 


Of any female, young or old, 


The King, diſpleas'd at this harangue, 
Believing all he ſaid a ſham, 
And that in one ſo fam'd for ſkill, 
Nought could be wanting but the will, 


To 
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To cure her promis'd a large fm, 
But certain death, if it want done. 


The dread of death and hopes of gain 
Made him reſolve a point to ftrain, 

And hope the de'il, fo kind before, 

Would not refuſe one favour more : 

He ſoftly whiſper'd in his Ear, 

And only begg d once more he'd hear. 


The devil laugh'd full in his face, 
And ſwore he would not budge an ace ; 
To aſk him more than was agreed, 
He muſt be a damn'd rogue, indeed; 
And, though i in tears Mat bego'd and pray'd, 
He made a mock of all he ſaid. 
Mat, finding all he did a jeſt, 


Told them, that he had done his beſt, 
| | Try'd 
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| Try'd all he could to make him civil, 

But had no int'reſt with this devil: 

The king, enrag' d, gave orders, ſtraight, 

To hang him at the palace gate. 


But when Mat gave himſelf for dead, 
A lucky thought came in his head 
He begs a little longer ſtay, 
Whiſper'd he'd try another way, 
Defir'd that ſome might, inſtant, run, 
And get immediately a drum, 
And ſhrieking cat- calls near a ſcore, 
And ſet the houſe in an uproar; 
When, juſt as they were ent' ring in, 
The devil ſtarted at the din, 
Cry'd Mat, you rogue, what's this I hear? 


-Honeſta, Sir, is juſt got here; 


Reſoly'd 
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Reſoly'd her lawful ſpouſt to claim, 
She's coming up all in a flame. 
The bite ſucceeded wond'rous well, 
The de'il that inſtant flew to hell 
Struck with a ſudden fear and dread, 
Without reflecting once, he fled. 
How he came off, 1 cannot ſay, 

So few return who go that way; 

But ſure no devil could have the face 


Not to commiſerate his ſad caſe. 
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NE night, repos'd at eaſe in bed, 
O No care or trouble in my head, 
In pleaſing ſleep, quite buried oer, 
A knocking wak'd me at the door: 


I heard, attentive to the noiſe, 


A voice that ſeem'd to be a boy's. 


The ſtorm, that night, and rain was ſuch, 


The child muſt ſuffer very much: 
He cry'd, O let me enter here, 


I'm naked, and no ſhelter near. 


I, who think cruelty a ſin, 
Straight op'd the door, and let him in 


Inquir'd 
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Inquir'd of him, whence he came, 
How he got there, and what his name ? 
He ſaid, he'd tell me by and by, 
But firſt deſir'd he might get dry: 
The fire I light, and down he ſer, 
Obſerving if a bow was wet, 
And quiver, which he, graceful, bare, 
That held of pointed ſhafts a ſtore 
Which put me in ſome ſort of fear ; 


Yet to the infant I drew near, 

And took his hands in mine to warm, 
And wonder'd I ſhould think of harm. 
Aſham'd, unto myſelf I ſaid, 

From a poor child what can I dread? 4 


It muſt be cowardice downright: . 
An infant put me in a fright ! 
An infant of ſuch tender years, 


In whom ſuch innocence appears; 


W hoſe 


ANACREONTIC, 129 
Whoſe form, ſo lovely to the Sight, 
Can but be made to give delight 
How great, alas! has been my fear, 
If Polyphemus had come here? 


While thus I thought my dread a ſhame, 

And all my apprehenſions vain, 

The infant, with a ſprightly air, 
Toſs'd back his lovely flowing hair; 
And, as J heedleſs gazing ſtand, 
A ſhaft, cull'd by his dextrous hand, 

He fix'd; when ſtraight the bow he drew, 
Like light the fatal arrow flew. 
Full deep it ſunk into my heart, 

I felt, alas! the raging ſmart : 
There's for your painsz remember well, 
He cry'd, what charms in Duncan dwell 
And think on me; my name is Love, 


Soul of the earth and realms above ! 
K Alas! 
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Alas! ſaid I, too well I know 
| You moſt unkind to uſe me ſo! 0d HED 
Ah! barb'rous and ungrateful boy, 
Your friend thus cruel to deſtroy ! 


The wanton archer made a bound, 
My bow, he cry'd, is ſafe and ſound ; 
But let me tell you, for your part, 
The wound his deep within your heart. 
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A Trxan8LaTtion, an IurTrArrox, 
or a whatever the good-natured 

: Town ſhall be pleaſed to think it, 
of the Firſt SxTiRE and Firſt 
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Firſt SATIRE of HoRacs. 


/F Eczhas, ſay what cauſe can be aſſign'd, 
M or all the various changes of the mind ? 
Why are we always with ourſelves at ſtrife, 
Ne'er like the part we have to act in life? 
Though reaſon, choice, or chance points out the 
Averſe and with reluctance we obey. Lway, 


The ſoldier broke with labour and with years, 
Envies the courſe the happy merchant ſteers: 
K 2 The 
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The merchant, when the ſtormy winds ariſe, 
And the. black raging tempeſt furious flies, 
Repines a ſoldier's life was not his fate, 
Whom ſudden death, or joyful vict'ry, wait: 
The hurry'd citizen, with buſineſs preſt, 
Sighs for the country's ſolitude and reſt. 

To change the ſcene what would the farmer give, 
Who thinks tis but in towns alone we live 
Twou' d tire the prating Balbus to relate 

The number of examples, *tis ſo great, 


At yet, ſhould Jove, wr, bid them go 
Change each his lot for that he envy'd fo, 
Among the num'rous and repining crowd, 
Not one would uſe che liberty allow'd ! 
Genius, or cuſtom, ſtill commands their ſtay, 
Compels them, though unwilling, to obey ; 
So 
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So little know we what to feek or ſhun, 
That ſnou'd Jove grant our wiſhes, we're undone; 
Unfix'd, and wanting ſomething, we go on, 
Till life, ere we can find out what, is gone. 


Yet all pretend the end of all their cares 
Is a proviſion, when they're grown in years, 
That they may, free from hurry, noiſe and rife, 
And void of care, pals the remains of life; 
Like the laborious ant, a pattern rare, 
Who to increaſe her heap, ſeeks far and near; 
Wiſely providing for the time to come, 
Sae drags, inceſſant, the vaſt grain along. 


The ant, indeed, when winter clouds the ſkies, 


And ſudden tempeſts oft impetuous riſe, 
Wiſely enjoys what ſhe laid up before, 
Nor dares the ſtorm, while there's enough for 
more: 
K 3 But 
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But Man, who acts not with a ſettled view; 

Who, when to hoard, when to enjoy, ne*er 

| knew, 

Nor .ſcorching ſuns nor winter's rage can ſtay, 

Through flame and pointed ſteel he makes his 
Way 3 it 1h 

By no neceſſity hard preſs d or bound; 

But leſt another ſhould be richer found ! 

F ool to what purpoſe ſerves thy hoard of 

The hidden maſs, not buried for thyſelf ? 

To him who only lays it up in ſtore, 

A ti m'rous guardian of the ſhining ofe; 

What profit from the maſs untouch'd can ſpring, 

If not a curſe at beſt, an uſeleſs thing ? 

What though thy num'rous acres know no 

bound, 


And ſtores of grain encompaſs thee around, 


Thy 
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Thy ſtomach ſhall digeſt than mine no more, 


But one ſmall part of all the monſtrous ſtore ! 
Nature, who wiſely of the whole takes care, 
Has fix'd for ev'ry man a certain ſhare;  - 
To fill thy magazines each hour employ, 

All, but that portion, others muſt enjoy; 

A hundred or a thouſand acres, fool! 

To him's the ſame who lives by nature's rule. 
But O! *tis ſweet from riſing heaps to take! 
My little ſtock yields me ſupplies as great: 
To fill one's cup, is, ſurely, the ſame thing, 
Though you dip in a river, I a ſpring, 
Beſides, your danger is far greater there, 

The ſlipp'ry bank deceives you unaware ; 

The ſtream impetuous hurries you away, 
Your forfeit life muſt for your folly pay; 
While I, who from the little take my ſhare, 
The waters. undiſturb'd, have nought to fear. 
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No ſume; vr mud, defiles the chryſtal ſpfing, 
Or torrents threaten froth its verdant brim : 
But man, whom paſſion and not reaſon guides, 
In whom each folly in its turn preſides, 
Believes that riches Alter quite his ſtate, 

And thinks he grows in their proportion great; 
A. fool like this ſhould full permiMion have 

To be, fince is his choice, an abject Have ! 


A fordid mifer, once at Athens known, 
Would ſay, when hooted through the loathing 
town, 
The people mock, but I applaud myſelf, 
When, ſnug at . I view my wr pelf. 


Tantalus, thirſting, ſees, yet never ſips, 
The water riſing to his very lips! 


What 
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What means this laugh? Change names, and 
thou art he, | 

Doom'd never to enjoy the wealth you ſee. 

Though bags on bags encompaſs thee about 

Which trembling for, you watch the night 
throughout, 

To thee it only is a painted ſtore, 

A picture juſt to gaze at, and no more 

The wealth of others is as much thy own, 

Thou fool! to whom its uſe is quite unknown, 

Deſign'd what nature aſks for to ſupply, 

And feels the want of, if hard fate deny. 

Is this the good in which thy ſoul delights, 
Trembling and pale to watch whole days and 
nights, | 
Leſt fire, ſervants, thieves invade thy ſtore ? 
In theſe great bleſſings let me till be poor! 


Suppoſe 


138 Firſt Sa riRR of Hox ACE 


+ © Suppoſe diſeaſe, or any ails invade, 


Who ſhall attend and give thee needful aid ? 
'Wholll be concern'd or ſtrive to ſave thy life, 
Deteſted by thy children, and thy wife, 

By ev'ry boy, and girl, and neighbour near, 
To whom can ſuch a ſordid ſlave be dear ? 
When money you prefer to all mankind, 
Hate, in return, and juſt contempt you'll find : 
Relations, friends, that nature does beſtow, 
If you neglect them, are no longer ſo ; 

In vain he muſt expect a friend to find, 
Whole views are ever to himſelf inclin'd. 
But be advis'd, and make an end, at laſt, 
Of heaping up, and reap thy labours paſt; 
Learn, in proportion as thy wealth is great, 
To dread the leſs that want ſhould be thy fate. 
Think that Umidius, after all his care, 
Of all life's comforts deſtitute and bare, 


In 
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In wealth abounding, always heaping more, 
And yet in want, and miſerably poor, 
Fell, at the laſt, to daring hands a prey, 
Who took his life and dearer gold away! 


What muſt I do? you inſtantly reply; 
With Mcenius, Nomentanus, muſt ] vie? 
Fool] | can'ſt thou not diſcern a certain mean? 
Muſt wretched man be ever in extream, 
Muſt dread the fruits of all his pains to taſte, 
Or all his ſubſtance in profuſion waſte ? 
Nature points out to all that we purſue 
A golden mean, a path that leads us true; 
Swerve but from that, we err, bewilder'd quite, 


On either ſide we are no longer right. 


But, to return to what I firſt maintain'd ; 


Man never likes the lot he has obtain'd : 


The 
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The Miſer thus repines amidſt his ſtore, 
Reſtleſs, becauſe another man has more; 
Envies the other's lot and happineſs, 
Nor thinks on all the thouſands who have leſs. 
A richer till is always in his way, 

Whom to ſurpaſs he labours night and day ; 
As in the rapid race the charioteer 

Contemns the hindmoſt lagging in the rear; 
But to ſurpaſs the firſt bends all his force, 
And laſhes furious o'er the duſty courſe. 


It is from this ſo few, of all degrees, 

| F'er know the comforts of a mind at eaſe, 
Or, ſatisfy'd, with nature's bounty bleſs'd, 
Contented, lay down life, and take their reſt; 
But now I'll ſay no more, leſt I offend, 

Like Lippus tedious, ſcribbling without end. 


FIRST. 
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Ecænas, ever ſubject of my ſong, 

" 4 Why will you urge me, ſpent and wea- 
ry'd, on? 

My age and ſpirits are no more the ſame, 

No more in raptures feel the kindling flame ; 

Veianus, now retir'd, the fight gives o'er, 

And ſeeks the daring combat now no more, 

Something informs me *tis no longer time 

For me the muſes airy heights to climb, 

Or to purſue, where'er they lead the way, : 

Through ſhady groves, or flow'ry meadows, ſtray; 

Leſt 
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Leſt, at the laſt, I fail with baffled force, 
Left panting, breathleſs, diſtanc'd in the courſe, 


Reaſon my guide, 'no more I take my flight, 
Ty'd down alone to ſearch what's Juſt and right; 

Slave to no ſect, from all I take a part, 

Cull all that's good, and helps to mend the heart; 
| And, firm to virtue only, can ſubmit, ' © | 


Or not, to things, as reaſon Judges fit. 


As two fond lovers languiſh and repine, - 
Think one day's abſence an whole age of time; 
Or youths, in charge of mothers moſt ſevere, 
Sigh to get free, and think an hour ayear "Ip | 
So heavy, tedious, ſeems to me the time, 
That interrupts, breaks in on my deſign, 
Wholly intent that only to purſue, _ 
| Which yields alone a bliſs ſincere and true, 
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The rich, the poor, all ages it ſupplies 
With ſolid joy, which, if that's wanting, dies, 


On wiſdom's pleaſing paths I've fix'd my view, 
With all my force her beauteous tracks purſue; 
Though with the lynx I can't contend in nght, 


Far as I can to ſee, is, ſurely, right : 


And though to Glycon's ſtrength I can't pretend, 
My own I ought to cheriſh and defend: 
An equal force belongs not to each man ; 


But till *tis right to go the lengths we can. 


Does baſe deſire of wealth diſturb thy mind? 
There's ſoothing precepts for your cure deſign'd. 
Has love of praiſe puff'd up thy tumid brain? 
Books bring it to it's natural ſize again. 


For thirſt of wine, ſloth, anger, envy, love, 


Perſuaſive ſounds unfailing cordials provez _ 


There's 
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There's none ſo harden'd, ſo made up of ſteel, 
If he attends, but muſt their power feel. 

The man is virtuous who All vices flies, 

And he alone, who quits his follies, wiſe : 

*Tis the firſt ſtep we muſt attempt to gain; 

If there we fail, our labour's loſt and vain, 

You ſee, with endleſs ſtruggle, how intent 


All fly from poverty, and ſhun contempt ! 
How many ſeek India's remoteſt ſhore, 
Dread endleſs dangers leſs than being poor 
Fire, rocks, and ſtormy ſeas oppoſe in vain, 


And life, however dear, is loſt for gain! | 
Strange, that for wealth mankind ſhould labour fo, 
Yet take no pains it's real worth to know ! 

For money, aged fires inceſſant cry; 
Money, the beardleſs ſtriplings all reply! 

Be truly juſt, all ſciences explore; | 
You're rank*d among the common herd, if poor 

Children, 
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Children, yet uncorrupt, ſay no ſuch thing, 
Who, playing, chuſe the worthieſt always King. 


While man, thus wretched, loſt in error lies, 
*Tis ſurely worth attempting to be wiſe; - 
Virtue alone, than fineſt gold more pure, 
Can only give and make our bliſs ſecure; 
In that intrench'd, we're all at peace within, 
Nor tremble, conſcious of a hidden. ſin. 
Does he adviſe you beſt, who bids you go, 
And, right or wrong, no end of heaping know , 
Remark'd at plays that you may nearer ſit, 
Among the knights, diſtinguiſh'd in the pit? 
Or he who, careful, bids you form your mind, 

 Subdue thoſe paſſions. which your reaſon blind? 
Great in yourſelf, and obſtinately right, 
Leſt glitt'ring vapours cheat your dazzled fight. 


1 But 
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But if I am aſk'd, what reaſon I can give 
Why I don't think with thoſe with whom I live? 
My anſwer's ſuch the wily fox once gave, 
When the ſick lyan afk'd him to his cave: 
The footſteps fright me all towards thy den, 
No marks of any that return again. | 
I muſt be, ſurely, loſt, confounded quite, 
Should 1 conſent, for who ſhall lead me right ? 
What muſt I think or act, whom follow, fay, 
When every man points out a diff' rent way? 
Theſe farm the funds, and drain the bleeding 
ſtate; 


Others for widows rich contrive a bait 
Some tickle rich old dotards, doom'd their prey; 
This ſee's his gold at int'reſt ſwell each day : 
What wonder men all yarying thus we find: 
Is the ſame man one hour of the ſame mind? 

| The 
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The rich man, chatm'd wich Baia's fireet retreat, 
Lays the foundation, hurrying, of a ſeat; 
Some new caprice ſtarts up, and the next day 
The tools to Teanum are borne away, 
Has hea wife, a ſingle life is beft! 
If not, there's none but married men are hleſs'd! 
How ſhall I fix this Proteus, which way bind 
Him, changing ſhapes, and ſhifting like the wind? 


The poor man acts as mad too in his way, 
Changes his garret, barher, bath, each day z 
Sick of his hir'd boat, with ſpleen o'er grown, 
Like him who lolls indignant in his own ! 


You laugh, when you behold me odly dreſt ; 
One thing ill choſe, not ſuiting to the reſt ; 
And yet when reſtleſs, with myſelf at ſtrife, 
7 paſs, in one great inconſiſtence, life; 


L 2 What 
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What firſt was ſquare, I'm turning to a round, 
And ſome new whims the former all confound : 
You laugh not then, or ſhew a friendly care, 


As this diſeaſe has nothing in it rare; 

To cure your friend no method you purſue, 
Him who depends on, lives alone in you! 
Nor, careful, have me in confinement put, 
vou, who are angry at a nail ill cut! 


But, to conclude, tis certain, as the light, 
Our happineſs conſiſts in judging right : 
The Stoics, who pretend great lengths to go, 
From wiſdom ſay a perfect bliſs muſt flow; 
L that the ſhare our lot ſhe only can beſtow. 
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On his REKPINING at OLD AGE, 


T 


So ſtrong the bent, it mocks advice and time, 
Reigns in full force in youth and life's decline. 
How many have I known to ſtrain for wit, 


With heads incapable to yield one bit! 


HERE is a fate that over-rules our will, 


And ſome muſt write, no matter well or ill; 


Yet, reſtleſs, ever drudging, on they go; 
You'd ſwear the de' il contriv'd to have it ſo 


Reaſon 
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Reaſon and eaſe are ſacrific'd to rhime, 


And many only live to make words chime! 


But, how it ever happen'd I ſhould write, 
I own, exceeds my underſtanding quite z 
I, who have paſs'd ſo many years away, 
And only touch'd a pen to ſign for pay. 
It muſt be owing, ſure, to ſome damn'd crime, 
That I am plagu'd to pump my head for rhime; 
Some curſed ſlip for which I muſt atone , 
A hidden fault as yet to me unknown. 
Sometimes, Town, I much ſuſpect my bead; 
That all's not as it ſhould be there, 1 dread: 
How ſmall a matter hurts the tender brain, A 
Where fine-ſpun whims their wond'rous pow'r 

maintain? | 
Such nice diſorders to the head belong, 
Few can diſcern, when it 1s right or wrong: 
How 
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How oft are brains turn'd topſy-turvy quite, 
When crowds, applauding, ſhallpronounce chem 
right ? 
But, if I've hit, or not, the reaſon true, 
Since write 1 muſt, excuſe theſe lines to you. 


Be not uneaſy at approaching age, 
But only think in life what ſaits each ſtage; 
Why will you murmur, that you are no more 
Fit for:the part you've acted heretofore ; 
And rather not with chearfulneſs ſubmit 
To what unerring nature judges fit? 
In years advanc'd, what can we wail as bad? 
Tis but a change to rational from mad. 


Look down on youth, obſerve what ſcenes 
appear, 
And tell me what is to be ſigh'd for there: 


Impetuous 


* . 
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Impetuous paſſions ever bear the ſway, - 

And, void of reaſon, giddy youths obey. f Vi 

In vain, you cry aloud, Take heed ! beware! 

Turn this way, for deſtruction waits you there: 

More deaf than adders, ſmiling, they go on, 

Till health and ſubſtance, fame and all, are gone! 

Some with the cruel itch of gaming curſt, 

Of ev'ry vice th'abſurdeſt, meaneſt, worſt, 

To ruin or be ruin'd ſpend their time; 

And many boaſt to drink a ſea of wine; 

And, though diſtinguiſh'd by the pow'rto think, 

Believe the ſpecies only made to drink. 

Regarding none, they riot, rant, and rore, 
And ſtab a friend, perhaps juſt kiſs'd before; 

Honour's the word with which your ears they 

din; 


A noiſe when vented, in their heads a whim. 


Another 
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Another coxcomb ſtruts and curls his hair, 
And lives for nothing, but to pleaſe the fair; 


This fills his head, when waking; when he ſleeps, 


That ev'ry woman likes him that he meets. 
In various follies thus they paſs their time, 
And ſome there are in whom the whole ſer join 


But grant that nature, as in years we grow, 
Should with a ſcantier hand her joys beſtow, | 
Shall we refuſe what ſhe conſents to give, 
Vainly repining, wretched chuſe to live, 
And not, ſubmiſſive, her laſt bounty take, | 
The pleaſures ſuiting to our preſent ſtate ? 

Ta thoſe who rightly think they're not a few, 
If firm, as reaſon leads us, we purſue ; 
For age how many joys are ſet apart, 
Which, though they 6.1 not fire, 8 warm the 
heart? 
M Beſides, 
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Beſides, the mind, all calm, ſedate, and clear, 
Renders that ſmaller ſhare of Þliſs Gncere, 
Pay years of pain for pleaſures of a day! 
True bliſs is not depending on the time, 
Whether ip years advanc'd, or in our prime: 
It all conſiſts in following nature's light, 
Which ſhews us what for ew ry ſeaſon's rights 
Wholly depends on a well-order'd. mind, 
That yields obedient to the lot aſſign'd ; _ 

To ev'ry change that's ready $0 ſubmit, 
Becauſe the great Ordainer knows tis Bt, 
The wiſe will on this ſure foundation reſt, 
That nature orders all things for the beſt 3 


And age and death are certainly the mean 
To ſome great end, though yet by us unſeen; 
To all within our compaſs Jook around. 
How all things anſw'ring, as deſign'd, are found: 
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When nature acts remoy*d then from our ſi by 
Can we ſuppoſe the is no longer right; 
Takes conftant care of all within our view, 
But one ſtep farther knows not what to do! 
The preſent things are all that ftrike the ſight; 
But paſt have been, and future ſhall be right; 
Death is no more, if we conſider true, 

Than juſt the point that terminates our view: 
Think not in death we really are nb more, 
We ſtill go on to ſcenes unknown before, 
Conducted by all-powerful nature's hand, 


Who knows no ſtop, is never at a ſtand, 


Can all her labours to no purpoſe tend, 
A chain be form'd of cauſes to no end, 
The wond'rous {kill, contrivance, thrown away, 


All beings but the bubbles of a day? 
; | Ho- 
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How-yain ſhe muſt her mighty pow'r apply 
If life's for nothing given, but to die! 
Look up to all thoſe endleſs worlds ſo. bright, 
That fill infinity with heat and light, 

T hro alla ſpirit reigns that moves the whole, 


One vivifying great, eternal Soul: 33 

To the minuteſt part in earth, or air, 

Turn but your eyes, and you behold it there; 

That ever preſent, what have we to dread? _ 

That gives each atom * and nothing can be 
dead, = 551 
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